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PREFACE. 



Agreeing with my publisher in opinion, that the 
state of affairs in Hungary and Transylvania pre- 
sented him with an d-propos for the issuing of a third 
edition of the Tragedy of Martinuzzi, I was about, 
for the first time since it was performed, to glance 
over that play, when it occurred to me to resort, in 
preference, to The Patriot^ a drama that was written 
previous to the publication of my poem, entitled TTie 
Hungarian Daughter^ from which poem the five-act 
piece represented a few years ago at the Lyceum for 
seven-and-twenty consecutive nights, was (not by the 
Author) abridged. 

For the faults of that medley of song and inflation 
I never considered myself, and it would not be fair to 
hold me answerable. 

My literary friends who initiated its production on 
the stage, and also the principal performers, were 
confident as to a successful result. I foreboded other- 
wise, nor did I withhold my unfavourable judgment 
from any of the parties concerned. 

Thanks, however, to the fine acting and admi- 
rable impersonation of character exhibited by Mrs. 
Warner and Mr. Phelps, Martinuzzi went oflF better 
than the author anticipated. But that play, although 
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IV PREFACE. 

identical in story, was differently put together from 
its elder creation, The Patriot^ to which I now recur. 
The omission of the part of Boneval, and the con- 
sequent lingua bisulca imparted to the character of 
Rupert, and the dilution, or rather omission, of the 
language of Czerina after she learns that Martinuzzi 
is her Father,'*^ in the first scene of the fifth act, on 

* My authorities for exalting a daughter of Martinuzzi to so 
conspicuous a station as that in which I have introduced Czerina 
are — Michael Brutus Epistola ad Berzeniacum, p. 236 ; and Fran- 
ciscus Forgachius, who, lib. i. pp. 35, 36, "inter occultas Mar- 
tinusii destinationes" has recorded the " Arcana consilia,'' which 
make the foundation of The Hungarian Daughter, and also of the 
tragedies of Martinuzzi, and The Patriot. 

The subjoined historians and annalists, who treat of, or whose 
works bear upon, the period (whom I have had occasion to consult, 
and, for the most part, peruse and study), are, however, silent upon 
the point. I need scarcely add, I give credit to Franc Forgach : — 
Istuanfius Hist. ,de Reb. Hung.; Abr. Bacschay, Chron. de Reb. 
Hung.; Petr. de Reva, de Mon. et Scor. R. Hung.; Histoire de 
Tr. de Hungr., par M. de Genille; Ch. des Ord. de Roi; Hist, 
de Minist, du C. Martinusius ; Hist, de I'Emp. Ott. par L. P. 
Cantem; Hist, de TEmp. Ott. par Sagredo; Paul. Jov. Hist.; 
Orig. et Occas. Trans. Laur. Toppeltino de Medyes ; Hist. Chron. 
Pan. Th. de Bry. ; Nic. Olah. Comp. S. E. Chron. ; Job. M. Stell. 
Turc. in Reg. Hung.; Hist, de Cardin. Martin.; Thuanus Hist.; 
Sleidam. Comment.; M. Bechet, Hist, du Card. Mart.; Pray, 
Anna!.; Martinusius in Literis ad Wraotium ; Bonfinius Decad. ; 
Ladisl. Posthum. Regis Decreta; Hierom. Lasky, Hist. Arc. Leg. ad 
Solim. ; Joan. Jermagh, Rer. Gest. inter Ferd. et Joann. Comment. ; 
Mem. du Compt. Beth. Nicklos ; Jovii Histor. ; Comment. Rer. 
Mosc. a Baro ab Herb. ; Lud. Tuber Comm. de Temp. Su.; His- 
toire de Rev. de Hung.; Decreta St. Stephen; Simon de Keza, 
Chron. ; Theod. de Thurim. ; Vitam S. Elizab. ; Thurocz. Palma 
Notit. Rer. Ungar. ; Les Melan. Hist, de Noel Mureau; Mem. du 
Prince Rakoczy ; Thurocz. Chronic! ; Epist. Rer. Hung. ; His- 
toire des Affaires des Moldaves ; Opus Trip. Dec. Cons. Append, 
ad Res Hung, in S. R. ; Volfgang Bethlen. Hist. Trans. ; Ciofanius ; 



• I 



PREFACE. V 

which the argumeut of the piece hinged, and which, 
indeed, viewing it by the light of my original con- 
ception, was the turning point of the play, seemed to 
me fatal. Mr Phelps no doubt overcame the diffi- 
culty triumphantly. He ^produced a powerful im- 
pression in this scene upon the audience, but it was 
at the expense of the dramatic art of the author. 
The truth is, I wish it could consist with the requi- 
sitions of the stage, that the change in the purpose 
of Martinuzzi could be more directly and evidently 
wrought by the appeal of Czerina (as in my Dramatic 
Poem) than the necessary limits of the scene in acting 
would enable me, even in The Patriot, to accomplish. 
If an actress of genius (Miss Fawcett, for instance) 
were ever to have to personate the character, it would 
be advisable to revert to the idea in The Hungarian 
Datighter. 

But to return — what with these elaborate omis- 
sions and commissions, the construction of Martinuzzi 
was thrown out of joint, and the story rendered unin- 
|:elligible to any of the audience who did not happen 
to have read my Romance entitled The Manuscripts 
pf Erdely. 

It was. The Patriot^ and not Martinuzzi^ respecting 
whose merits Mr. Macready expressed himself most 
favourably to the manager of the Haymarket Theatre, 
prognosticating its success in representation, and de- 
claring, ''and that emphatically,^' that he would "be 
unfeigiiedly happy to become the instrument of its 
victory over fortune." 

The Patriot has not yet been performed ; and the 

Chorograp. Trans. ; Siglieri Chron. Rer. Hung. ; Hilarion de Caste 
Eloges ; Acta in Causa violent. ; Martis Georg. Card. ; Busbequius; 
VitH St. Stephen, ab ^pist. Chart. ; Robertson ; Coxe ; KnoUes. 
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advent of its production may be no nearer than before 
the repeal of those Acts of Parliament which it was 
expected would ascertain the emancipation of the 
high legitimate drama. 

To that epoch, in common with other dramatists, 
the writer of the present play looked forward with 
eager desire. For that consummation he worked 
hard and sacrificed much, pecuniarily and otherwise. 
He was cheered on his voluntary way, 

'* In prospect of some gilded baseless ^oal, 
Whose sun-bright summit mingles with the sky/' 

by an anticipated satisfaction, which, on his approach 
hath changed its aspect, and which there is little like- 
lihood that he ever will repair. 



Whoe'er expects a faultless work to see. 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er will be.' 



Whether this dogma of Pope be true or not, as 
respects other departments of art or literature, it may 
assuredly be predicated of the dramatic art, which 
supposes almost incompatible endowments on the part 
of the professor for him to succeed. I need not say, 
I do not intend by success the production of his 
Drama on the Stage. 

The extremest simplicity and sensibility of nature 
in the Author must wonderfully cohere with the 
greatest knowledge of the world. It must coexist 
with an insight, deep and intuitive, into the human 
heart in all its Protean disguises, phases, idiosyn- 
cracies, and varieties. 

Over the various essentials requisite to constitute 
the perfect poet, which Imlac enumerates, the true 
Dramc^tist has command and mastery, and turns them 



PREFACE. Vll 

to account by means of a psychological vofjbo<;^ more 
rare than all, but whereon Imlac could not descant, 
since on such point the author of Irene was not in 
advance of the mediocrity of his generation. 

What gentleman and scholar so gifted by the 
Almighty, conscious of abilities, that — with half the 
untiring thought, acumen, and judgment, the creation 
of the high Drama demands — might raise him to the 
very topmost rank of any profession he may select, 
would (unless driven by an irresistible impulse, or, as 
some would say,* demented,) consecrate his days and 
nights to the study and prosecution of an art which re- 
quires the devotion of a life, and employ his faculties 
perseveringly on a subject for which (whether it be 
that it is imagined the soil is exhausted, or whatever 
the cause) the present age has no love, and no appre- 
ciation from knowledge ? 

Nor will it add to any desire a man might otherwise 
entertain to cultivate dramatic authorship when he 
discovers, that, even were he, by some extraordinary 
piice de bonne fortune^ to get the drama, whose com- 
position has occupied nine months of his existence, 
accepted and represented, and were his play to escape 
the ordeal of cliques interested in its failure, — were it 
to succeed and prove attractive, — after weathering all 
these chances and dangers — the so-called emancipation 
of the stage precludes the possibility of his being 
spared, out of the receipts of the minor houses, the 
barest fraction of what such mental power and in- 
dustry would have assured to him in any other walk 
of life. Need we seek deeper for an explication of 
the decline and fall of the drama in a country where 
genius is held in no honour, — where a testimonial is 
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seldom raised save to a mere money-bag, a successful 
George Hudson, — where the auri sacra fames is the 
national worship, yet to be visited upon our " children 
unto the third and fourth generation'' by "a jealous 
God;' 

It is now above five years since Lord Beaumont, 
dating from the House of Lords at the moment of vic- 
tory, lAte at night, or rather early in the morning, 
wrote to the author of The Patriot a letter of sym- 
pathy, notifying to him the event of the debate — that, 
•* after a hard-contested battle," the cause was gained 
—and congratulating him upon " the British Stage 
being free." 

How different has been the result from my antici- 
pations at that time ! 

The freedom of the stage ! It has brought matters 
to that pass, that both managers and performers con^ 
sider it an impertinence of the modern dramatist to 
aim at a rivalship with that Divine Genius, for their 
personification of whose characters they appear to 
conceive that the stage was exclusively emancipated. 

They wonder at his daring to think himself equal to 
that undertaking in which Shakspeare by his success 
has fixed the admiration of the world, and the hapless 
dramatist himself, still more sensible of the infinite 
disproportion between him and a genius that " was 
not for an age but for all time,'' is fain to stifle his 
inward bias, and give up the struggle in despair. 

Yet are the productions of the Bard of the 17th cen- 
tury certainly not models as respects the constructive 
requisitions of the 19th century ; nor, in an artistic 
point of view, is Shakspeare comparable to . Ben 
Jonson. 
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There is no subject that does not, at every turn, 
branch out into infinity. Now Shakspeare's mind 
might be said to border upon the infinite on all sub- 
jects ; and, consequently, it must have required a 
Shakspearian tact and determination in him to restrict 
himself within a defined scope. I say not but that he 
frequently exerted that determination — I would merely 
point to the fact that he did not do so invariably ; 
that, in the entirety of his ideas upon a single plan, he 
is seldom equal to Fielding, or even to Walter Scott. 
I might add the names of one or two contemporaries; 
but for obvious reasons I forbear.* 

One glory of our immortal Bard is, that his works 
defy all ma/eria/ debasement ; and the surpassing skill 
of Mr. Macready himself could never realize to the 
senses of his audience the intrinsic enjoyment of the 
solitary votary, or the impression made upon the mind 
of the devout reader by the perusal of a play of 
Shakspeare. To use his own language — 

" A crooked figure must " still " attest in little place a million." 

We must still — 

** Piece out the imperfections with our thoughts ;" 

and, relative to the genius of that " muse of fire,'' 
which did 

" Ascend the brightest heaven of invention,** 

the difference between the illustrative appliances of 
the present day and those in his own age is as nothing. 

* Minns Hercnle calles, pravissimis opinionibus ea putari men- 
dacia, qoas vel audita nova, vel certe supra captum cogitatioois 
extemporanse tuae ineptissima videantur : quae si paulo accuratius 
exploraris, compertu evidcntia consenties. — G. S. 
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" Heaven finds no odds ; 
The hills and vales of all below lie even. 
And our whole sphere seems level as a point 

Which hath no sensible greatness." * 

« 

It is nevertheless a sad truth, that " that dead 
man'' — as a literary friend with pardonable bitterness 
designates our "myriad-minded" Bard — is fastened, aa 
it would seem inextricably, to the body of the Drama 
he founded ; but whose essence he imbibed from Mar- 
lowe, and by the contact he chills the heart's blood of 
the living Theatre. 



te 



Mortua quin etiam jungebat corpora vivis, 
Componens manibusque manus atque oribus ora, 
Tormenta genus .... 

, Longa sic morte necabat" 



Shakspeare occupies all the posts of honour, and 
the attempts of contemporaries are coldly received by 
the public, being compared to productions which both 
in themselves are infinitely more excellent, and which 
have attracted from the million, who are wholly inca- 
pable of forming an opinion upon the subject, a vast 
mass of make-believe and humbug, attributable to the 
fact of these works having the prestige of an esta- 
blished and extraordinary reputation. 

The root of the evil, however, — that which renders 
Shakspeare the destruction of the British Drama, pre- 
cluding all emulation, and consequently all excellence, 
— that which operates to the starvation of the living 
dramatist, — is the untoward circumstance, that ma- 
nagers for the revival or production of " that dead 

* Philip Basil ; or, A Poet's Fate. 
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man's'' quaint masterpieces, are not under the neces- 
sity of bargaining with his ghost. 

The living poet cannot be so easily provided for ; 
and thus Shakspeare's possession of the stage is a two- 
edged monopoly which cuts both ways, — 

" Ferens ferreum bipennis securim" 

The genius of the modern is inevitably smothered by 
such an unequal competition. He is discouraged by 
the indifference or disdain of contemporaries, — though 
he knows well, that were Shakspeare in his place 
he would be obnoxious to similar slight and in- 
justice. 

*' Pourquoi," writes M. Victor Hugo, " pourquoi 
main tenant ne viendrait-il pas un poete qui serait a 
Shakspeare ce que Napoleon est a Charlemagne?" 
I reply, no reason whatsoever, excepting, that the 
modern Soldier was not deprived of an arena by arbi- 
trary custom, and the modern Dramatist is. Yet is it 
certain, that to the old Dramatists not being refused 
" a clear stage " we are indebted for the most marvel- 
lous creations, exclusive of the poetry in the Bible, 
in the world ; that to the acceptance of The Prince of 
Tyre J by managers who sympathized with the poetry 
they dealt in, we owe The Moor ; and that had Every 
Man in his Humour been contumeliously rejected we 
had never heard of Volpone, 

But the inspiration of Shakspeare and Ben Jonson, 
— the one the greatest miracle* (save those recorded in 

* Surely miracle is not too strong a word. At least, they will 
not 80 opine who agree with the writer, that the electric spirit 
which animated the several souls of Plato, Bacon, Milton, Sopho- 
cles, Moli^re, Cervantes, Le Sage, Talleyrand, and Fouch^, em- 
bodied in one sublimated essence, might be regarded as scarcely 
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the Holy Scriptures^) to be met with in the annals of 
humanity, and the other a dramatic genius, superior, 
in my humble opinion (his Tragedies non obstante), 
to Ford, Webster, Fletcher, or Massinger— the ener- 
gies of those giants were not overbulked by the de- 
parted Great. T/tei/ did not lie under the incubus of a 
*' foregone conclusion,"" not to say prejudice, or we 
had never heard so much of them as their names at 
the present day. 

The Bard of Avon had found it an easier labour to 
build up a score of such tragedies, as the author of 
Hamlet and Macbeth would write were he living 
amongst us, than to get one of the twenty produced on 
the boards of a London theatre, unless indeed he were 
rich enough to rent a theatre for the nonce, or to hand 
over his drama to a manager with '* a consideration .'*' 
One who earned his laurels 250 years r^o blocks up 
the way — and "other palms are" not ''won." 

It may here be objected to me the late successful 
production of AJr. Marston's noble Tragedy. It is 
indeed a noble production. I am enabled to establish 
the truth of that which I maintain, by pointing to 
Strathmore as an exception to a state of things which 
is injurious to the last degree to the intellectual pro- 
spects of the country ; which is as much worse than 
lingering murder to the individual dramatist as the 
mind is more important than the body. " Tormenta 
genus,'"^ 

more durable than the gross residuum of the finer extract of such 
a genius as achieved "Antony and Cleopatra," "Measure for 
Measure," and "The Midsurnmier Night's Dream." Nevertheless, 
it is only to " bamboozle the natives," to pretend that those plays, 
und indeed the majority of Shakspeare's plays, are adapted to th^ 
«tage in the unpoetical year of grace [849. 
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Some surprise has been expressed by more than one 
literary periodical, and in very complimentary terms, 
at the writer having, in certain remarks appended to 
the second volume of Dramas for the Stage, intimated 
that the aspiration of his life has not met with success, 
— that his hope has not been fulfilled, — that he cannot 
say with his own Laotsen, in Self-Glorificatioriy 

" Oh ! sweet as Nature's spring-tide melodies 
To some worn pilgrim, first with glistening eyes 
Greeting his native valley, whence the hum 
Of rural gladness, herds, and bleating flocks. 

The chirp of birds, blithe voices, lowing kine, ^^v 

The dash of waters, reed, or rustic pipe. 
Blent with the dulcet distance-meUowed bell. 
Come like the echo of his early joys .... 
So sweet, yea sweeter swell these strains triumphant 
Upon my ears. They vibrate like the dream 
Of my bless'd boyhood, and yield back its hope ! 
Where was it hid so long ? 
^ Ha ! 'tis not hope ; 

This is my soul's fruition ! The desire 
Which urged me on through life 's accomplished ! " 



that, with burning trust as strong as ever was that of 
Laotsen, the writer is fain to confess disconsolately 
that " he has failed^'' 

He desires in this place, with all the repressive 
modesty akin to shame proper to a man who has been 
forced to succumb to circumstances beyond his con- 
trol, not to qualify, but to explain, what he meant to 
imply by that remark. 

It is, then, to the dispersion of actors, consequent 
upon th6 state of transition in which the repeal of the 
monopoly has plunged theatricals, joined to the im- 
practicableness of managers, that he has to attribute 
the failure he is obliged to admit. Wilkie and West- 
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macott must in like manner have eaten their own 
hearts, if, so soon as the works for which they are 
celebrated had received the last touch of the brush. or 
the chisel, they had been obligated, by the law of 
custom, to bury those chefs d'ceuvre in some cellar or 
garret, where no glimpse of the light of day could 
ever by possibility reach them. 

What Exhibition is to the Painter or the 
Sculptor, Representation is to the Dramatist. 

The writer has original manuscript plays now lying 
in his desk, which, could they be performed, would 
J^ relieve him in extremis^ and, he is persuaded, do his 
memory honour : but this self-laudation he is aware 
would be most unwise, if, hovering on the confines of 
two worlds, after having outgrown other errors of 
more vital importance, he did not cast from him all 
care for the mistakes or slanders of the generation he 
leaves behind him. 

" The present time is ever ignorant ; 
We lack clear vision in our self-love's maze." 

It may be rejoined, Why do you not commit the 
Dramas you mention to the press? 

In the first place, plays are not written with a view 
to appreciation, or even apprehension, on perusal, any 
more than stage scenery is painted to be hung up in a 
picture gallery. Their vindication depends upon their 
being regarded from a right point of view, — viz., the 
boxes and the pit of a theatre. And, secondly, having 
already put forth several dramas, every one of which 
(though the glow of composition was damped by the 
ever-recurring consciousness that the transcript of my 
deep imaginings, my more serious thoughts, and in- 
tensest emotions, would, from circumstances, inde- 
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pendent of its merits, not be afforded an opportunity 
to flash upon the sympathies of an audience) has been 
reviewed in terms of the strongest commendation — 
after the publication of a dozen five-act dramas, I 
may be excused withholding the few I have in manu- 
script from the reader. Nor do I know that those I 
refer to are a whit more actable than are Nero^ Self- 
Glorification^ and others in print; though, as I have 
said, it is my opinion they would succeed in repre- 
sentation, albeit conceived and executed, not in the 
" pensive citadel**' hallowed by academic associations, 
nor in the luxurious eage and solitude of rural bowers, 
— haunts which long habit seemed once to have made 
a necessity of my existence, — but in the Babel whither 
a direful reverse of fortune has hurled the writer. 

Stretched on the bed of pain and sickness, the 
creation of these scenes, often subject to the nerve- 
startling interruptions incident to thtres angustce domi, 
ifftl^is relief in hours of distress, di6Sculty, and dis- 
traction. They were imaginative abstractions, amid 
sufferings, mental and bodily, — sufferings aggravated 
by the ingratitude or desertion of some of the Autbor'^s 
oldest friends, and imbittered to agony by the " un- 
accountable'' conduct (to use the epithet of Sir E. 
Bulwer Lytton in their regard) of his near kindred. 

After having (by the operation of a doubtful will) 
come into the possession of considerable property, 
that ought in justice to have devolved upon their 
ever-generous, injured, helpless, unfortunate eldest 
brother, the ermine of whose honour and character 
is clear from a stain, his relatives refuse him all help 
in bis extreme need rendered hopeless by incapacitating 
illness. 

Their want of natural affection has cut him to the 






XVI PRBFACE. 

heart, being in the teeth of a solemn promise of resti- 
tution, which is not denied, and which was roadeoB 
the very day of a parent*s funeral ; and also is it in 
contravention of a written undertaking, under the 
hand and seal of a brother-in-law, — either of which 
engagements, though not delivered or drawn up in 
legal phraseology, constitutes an honourable and a 
moral obligation of the strongest kind. 

Under great dejection of mind and physical pro- 
stration, which need not be further dilated on, pro- 
duced by such unapprehended visitation towards the 
close of life, the Tragedy of The Patriot is cast upon 
the waters ; and the like depressing influences accom- 
panied the Author throughout the composition of the 
Dramas to which allusion has been made. / 

In his lifetime there would seem little chance of 
their emerging from their "obscure sojourn f never- 
theless, it is not doubted they will fulfil their destiny 
when his Muse no longer attempts her flight, ai 
sun is set in the grave. 

Sic decussa jacent brachia viribus 
Allisis ; neque posthac animo pari 
Audebo ingenium tollere, nee licet 
Sperare ulterius mihi. 

G. S. 
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ACT L 

SCENE I.—ORATORY IN THE PALACE OF CARDINAL 
MARTINUZZI. DAWN OF DAY : MARTINUZZI SEAT- 
ED WRITING. 

MARTINUZZI {rising and drawing aside the window^ 

hangings). 
The blithe immortal day 
On yonder ocean shore is young again. 
The orbs of Heaven are closed in sleep ; 

I too 
Have worn the toilsome night out with my lamps ; 
*^rid fain would hide me like the sickly stars 
Beneath some wizard arch, — but ah ! I may not, 

Enter Turasc. 

TURASC. 

The light doth dawn, my Lord. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Put out the lamps. 
Art sure 'twas Rupert asked to wait upon us? 
I would thou hadst not denied him. 

TURASC. 

Good your Highness, 
You bade me signify to him your pleasure 
To be alone. 

MARTINUZZI. 

I was disturbed, I should not 
Have said that else. In Hermanstadt ! 

Well, leave me. 

B 



THE PATRIOT. [act i. 

TTWLASC 



And (or the Protocol ! 



Right, Sir. Tis the order 
That the red glaire^ according to old ose. 
Be borne aloft through TraDsylTania ; 
And let each Herald at arms shoot forth this war-cry ; 

^ Mr TOICE IS THB TOICE OF GoD ! THE RAIXTING POINT 

CoLOSWAE I Vassals, spekd to sate the katiofP 
Here, look to't. And if Rupert — ^do, 'twas nothing 
or conseqoence — hot should he seek again. 
Thai man, our presence, . . . Csher him before us. 

TUEASC. 

My Lord Castaldo likewise craves access. 
May he have audience ? 

MAETINUZZT. 

Surely, Sir, admit him. 

[Erit TuRAsc. 
Fame, pomp, and sceptred power, ye Furies old ! 
All freshness of the mind makes food for ye. 
The air I breathe comes like the stream of tombs ; 
The quilts I lie on are too sumptuous 
For sleep ; 
The wisdom I endure is terrible. 

(JEnter Castaldo.) 

My Lord Castaldo, fairly welcome ! 
I would not call this hand mine enemy 
For the best jewel in King Ferdinand's crown. 
To you, to vour warlike master, peace ! 
What's to oe done before we part? 

CASTALDO {aside). 
flow shall I tell him of this unjust inroad ; 
That Austrian pennons float on gray Coloswar ? 

MARTINUZZI. 

Let us admit the gentle gladsome breeze. 

Partaker of our counsels. {Opens the casement.) 
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CA8TALDO. 

Dear your Highness, 
YouVe ill. Methinks a flush of gnawing fire 
Dwells in your cheek and lips. 

MARTINUZZI. 

But not for long : 
The calm and freshening air doth bear a balm 
Unto my brow, harassed with toil, and lacking 
The healing dews of slumber. 
I will recover instantly — So — So — 
^Tis over now. And how is Austria? 
In health, I hope — I trust? 

CASTALDO. 

The Arch-Duke still holds 
That precious strength whereof you are too lavish. 
Oh, dear my Lord, if I may make so bold. 
Seek bliss connubial, which St. Stephen^s code 
Grants holy men in Hungary.* 

MARTINUZZI (after symptoms of anguish^ aside). 

Great God ! 
Thou dost condense whole years in a moment^s pang. 
{Coldly to Castaldo.) My Lord, unfold your message. 

CASTALDO. 

Royal Ferdinand 
Sends greeting to your Eminence, Lord Regent 
Of Transylvania, and instates you here 
With regal powers and title, which must vest 
On your demise in the Lord Paramount. 

MARTINUZZI {calmly). 
Who claims to be Lord Paramount ? 

CASTALDO. 

My King 
Prefers his right from his Wife. 

MARTINUZZI {with dignity). 

Report our answer. 
Not the imperial sway the Arch-Duke aims at, 

* See Decreta St. Step, ad £merie Ducem, lib. ii., and Decretum 
Colomanni Reg. Nep. Belse in Oper. Tripartit. 

b2 
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With the wealth his Brother filched from Mootezume, 
Would tetnpt such infamy. The Crown descends 
To King John's Daughter. I am her Guardian, 
And Regent here ; and more, uiy Lord Ambassador, 
I claim to be her Qeneral, and what that 
Imports, raethinks yet knolls in th' ear of the world. 

CAs-rALDO {with embarrassment). 
Then 1 have a. further errand to announce 
Unto your Eminence. 

MARTiNuzzi (hastily interrupting). 
So, BO, not now : 
Another time for that. (TPj(A great suavity.) Youp 
private wish? 



1 am bound unto your Nobleness. I'm commissioned, 
To back with earnestness the present suit of 
Queen liabella. 

MARTINUZZI (coldly). 

I have forgot the petition; 
What was its purport ? 

CASTALDO. 

Touching the possessions. 

MARTIN UZZI. 

Advise tbe widow of the good King John 
That what she craves belong by course of law 
Unto the crown of Hungary. I've bestowed 
Them on my ward — Sir bigismund ; My word 
It may not be revoked : Enough. 

( With suavity^ There lies — 
As I inferred when last we held discourse — 
Some interest of thine own, hid next thine heart. 

CASTALDO. 

I dare not speak : Another— fitter time. 
1 humbly take my leave. 
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MARTINUZZI. 

My Lord Castaldo^ 
I do inquire what boon you'd haye me grant you ? 

CASTALDO. 

The Queen of Hungary bade me — 

MARTINUZZI. 

Well : go on : 
Her Majesty ?-^N ay, blanch not ! 

CASTALDO. 

I am commanded 
To adviseyour Eminence of our attachment 
By Queen Czerina. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Oh ! her nature's bounteous 
As are the stars, the winds, the flowers. But which 
Bright Star of all her galaxy doth sway 
The fortunes of my Lord Ambassador ? 

CASTALDO (aside), 
I was resolved — ^but now — 

MARTINUZZI. 

The Lady Bertha ? 

CASTALDO. 

No ; not — not she. The peerless Queen Czerina — 

MARTINUZZI. 

The Queen of Hungary ! As easily think 
To kiss the holy Moon, because forsooth 
She wastes her glances on you. 

CASTALDO. 

My alliance 
Unto my Sovereign. 

MARTINUZZI. 

'Sdeath ! Alliance ! 
Were you akin to all Earth's potentates. 
So much the worse: Tricks! Tricks! Devices! Com- 

plots ! 
Ye dig like moles, but the Arch Cardinal 
Hath countermined you both. Inform your King, 
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The auo:ust lady is betrothed already 
To an Hungarian. 

CASTALDO. 

Without her knowledge. 
Your Eminence, or consent ? 

MARTINDZZI. 

What's that to thee ? 
I — I, her guardian, have plighted her . 
Unto Sir oigismund^ my ward. 

CASTALDO. 

I hear 
My passing bell ! Her heart — 

MARTiNuzzi {solemnly). 

Sir ! Princes owe 
Unto their Country all their heart. They're not 
Born for themselves, but their whole life — nay, death, 
If needs be (understand me, pray), is a debt 
To the Commonwealth they rule. Here break we off. 

CASTALDO. 

Yes, I must go : I cannot argue this. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Stay, first, my Lord Ambassador. — A word. 
{Solemnly,) Farewell ! but bear this with you : Time 

nor Fate, 
The Imperial voice, nor yet the sighs and tears 
Of a green pageant puppet, can pluck out 
My firm resolve to wed the Queen to Sigismund. 
The world and all that'^s in it shall not alter. 
Or shake the purpose of my soul one jot, 
One tittle. 

{Enter Attendant.) 
Well? 

ATTENDANT. 

The Gentleman, your Highness, 
From Warsaw. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Tell him I — bid him attend me — 
See that none trouble us till we have ended 
Our conference. [Exit Attendant. 
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CASTALDO. 

Like flowers that prank them in Heaven's glistering 

dew, 
I wear my love ; own it in every pore ; 
A source of radiant life — sad, yet divine. 

[Exit Castaldo. 

MARTiNUzzi (alone). 
Rupert ! The Viper ! I must see him ; but 
'Twere wise methinks to incarcerate him. Shortly, 
Within a week, I trust, — no more his slave 
Shall I, enforced, bribe high his venal nature, 
Because my soul is cloven to the depths 
With terror of this world, lest that my star, 
Which ^cross this night of life shines in the zenith. 
Fall streaming from his sphere. I must not leave 
My honour lessening through space and time, 
When I within the far diviner gloom 
Am wrapt, where lurks no falseness, no distrust ; 
Where storm, ambition, wakeful weariness. 
Wrath, envy, travail not; with whose blind depths 
Only God's eye is level, and where nothing 
Reigns but what is not — save on every side 
Freedom, and silence, and eternal sleep. 

Enter Rupert. 

RUPERT. 

I was commanded to attend your Highness. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Your last Epistle is not to be borne. 
Why thou would'st extort a realm ! 

RUPERT. 

'Tis eighteen years 
Since the Princess Matilda .... 

MARTINUZZI. 

Torturer ! 

RUPERT. 

When peering in your still repositories, 
(Those letters to your Royal Spouse, my Lord,) 
I thought to scan the Patriot and the Statesman, 
But lit upon the Traitor. 
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MARTiNUZZi (fiercely). 

Slave ! you elance 
Words that, resulting, like the Scorpion's arrow. 
May smite yourself. 

(Calmly.) You know that yoa traduce me. 

RUPERT. 

Tfaith, not I. I only know the infant, 
Whom 1 consigned to Friar Francis' care. 
Was issue to the crown. My eye has been on him 
Until some months ago. Where have you trained 
him? 

MARTINUZZI. 

Look to it, Rupert. When that thou didst creep 

Into the secret corners of my soul, 

It had shewn more mercy to have cut thy way 

Direct into my heart with a quick steel, 

So I had perished once, and felt not Death 

Dropping for ever from thy perjured lips. 

RUPERT. 

Thy Daughter sits upon the Throne of Hungary, 
Her specious rank deception ! Sigismund 
Is good King John's true heir. 

MARTINUZZI. 

The midwife 'twas. 
Hell-prompted ! who in infancy exchanged them. 

RUPERT. 

Hell-prompted? No! 'Twas her Highness' stimulation. 

MARTINUZZI {without seemiuff to hear him). 
She next with felon strength the lips of caskets 
Rent, and thence learned who was the Sire o'er whom 
She held a storm-cloud. Bitter reminiscence ! 
The beldam — Sir, thy mother — lived to tax me 
With their iniquitous complot, arid the crime 
Which sealed my country's ruin and my shame. 

RUPERT. 

You knew not of the substitution, — likely ! 
Believe it they who will! But the Princess? 
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MARTINUZZI. 

Death's hand was on her in her hour of travail, 
A messenger recalled me to my home. 
Wildly 1 rushed into her chamber, and 
Charged her with Treason . . . 

And .... 
{In a low broken voice.) Matilda perished. 

RUPERT. 

Suppose 1 thought this true, — 

SflARTINUZZI. 

At once to Erlau 
I had repaired, to render all to justice ; 
Laying my secret marriage with his sister. 
And her conspiracy, before my Liege ; 
But, ere the bitterness 
Of my first agony subsided, tidings 
Came of King John^s demise. 

RUPERT (reflecting). 

Her Highness died ; 
It was so — then the, King, — well ? 

MARTINUZZI. 

At that crisis 
A darkness loured over the region ; none. 
Save Martin uzzi, armed with regal functions^ 
Could help the Vessel of the State from wreck ; 
For Ferdinand and the Turk, like vultures, hovered 
O'er the dismembered Kingdom, fierce to rend it: 
I knew, that were the truth promulged — in course 
Of law my regency being void — 'twould bring 
The realm to its period. 

Then it was I cast 
My honour in the nation's gap; did force 
The hold of pride and wrench the bent of nature, 
Did doom myself to gnawing cares, the while, 
By power and policy I freed the land, 
Till in tract of time the King should wield the sceptre. 
We've reached that juncture. Strong necessity 
No more obstructs the stedfast march of my soul. 
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RUPERT {after a pause). 
Wilt gift me, — say, — with the feofFdom of Mount Hal itz! 
My Mother's booty, I'll deliver up, 
Nor trouble you hereafter. 

MARTiNUZzi (turning away). 

First restore 
The scrolls so basely pilfered. 

RUPERT {insolently). 

What the letters, — 
The power I hold ? 

MARTINUZZI (haughtily). 

ril dash thee to the earth. 

If, 

I will have you apprehended. Caitiff. 

RUPERT (aside). 
Ha ! Haughty Lord, you'll have me apprehended ? 
Forecasting as much, an hour gone by, I committed 
Those writings to my follower Boneval's care, 

With orders, My presaging spul ! 

(Aloud.) Beware ! 
Did I divulge this practice, Isabella, 
Who, as all the world knows, hates your Eminence, 
With more than Halitz Mount would quick requite me. 
If you deny me sway, I can help myself 
Out of your fortunes . . . or your fame. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Dost hope 
To outlast the thought ? 

RUPERT (coldly). 

Those papers are in Warsaw. 

MARTINUZZI (aside). 
In Warsaw ! Then he quits not Hermanstadt 
To arm him with them, lest I strike against 
The splitting rocks that bar my haven near. 
Short sojourn, a few days. (Crosses to the side.) 
(In a loud voice.) Who waits without ? 
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RUPERT (struggling). 
Ah ! I'll not be detained. 

MARTINI) zzi. 

What ho! my guard 1 
At your life's peril ! {showing a poniard). 

RUPERT {drawing his sword). 

Cardhial ! give passage ; 
I am not unfriended. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Silence ! 

ROPERT. 

Traitor Prelate ! 
Beware, or Fll denounce thee ! 
{In a loud voice, crossing the stage.) Let me free ! 

[He rushes by Martinuzzi. 

MARTINUZZI {following him). 
Ha ! Earthquakes quiver in my flesh ! 

Sir, stay ! 
RUPERT {struggling). 
You will destroy yourself. 

MARTINUZZI. 

I swear I will not — 
By this ! — A vaunt ! — I am all made up of fire ! 
Devil ! — ^you stumble ! . . . [Rupert totters out. 

Ah! you're hurt! youVe silent ! 

Enter Turasc. 

turasc. 
Merciful Heaven I 

{^Crosses the stage. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Bear him unto his chamber. 

Tend him, Turasc. 

[Exit Turasc, 
Be still, my beating heart ! And Nature, thou 
Support life's springs ! 
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Hold hard, extend your strength; 
Ye slackening fibres! Do not fail me now, 
My soul, just when the patriot sword is drawn. 
Oh rather perish, if needs must, my hopes ! 
Let my fame go ! I will be all my country^s. 
The King ! 

He shall not to the field. 

Enter Sigismund. 

SIGISMUND. 

My Lord, 
You seem disturbed. 

MARTINUZZI. 

A thought. Our inner being 
Needs discipline. 

(After a pause.) Now must I to the wars. 
Thou, too, art armed. 

You follow not these 

(Stops short.) Hush i 
(After a pause.) 

Seek softer sieges. Say you climb as near 
Czerina's solitude as you may come. 
When she shall reach her hand, it lies in her 
To mount you to the throne. 

Which of us started. 
Or which did mock the other ? 

You are great, and must grow greater still, and greater, 
Methinks thou art already King — thou lookest it ! 
Czerina — ay her Majesty — will see it. 
Or, if she^s blind, what matters it i My eyes 
Must serve ; and I do see it, feel it . . . know it. 

{He turns away in agitation.) 
(Apart.) Now then he comes. 

(Listening as if he heard something.) 

SIGISMUND. 

Although I know no cause. 
My limbs do shake in sympathy. 

MARTINUZZI (with trepidation). 

Hist ! Hist ! 
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SIOISMUND. 

What is't, your Eminence ? 

MARTiNuzzi (with solemu energy). 

Life or death, my son. 

(Enter Turasc.) 

MARTINUZZI (approaching Turasc, and looking 

wistfully at him). 

Well ? 

turaso. 
He^s not hurt to mortal harm. A scratch. 

MARTINUZZI. 

God's hand oVrruled the event. 

(After a pause.) Your ear, Turasc. 
Let him not bear his wounds abroad : they are 
Sus^piciouSy and 

turasc. 

He shall be watched. 

MARTINUZZI. 

I hate 
When slander takes the credulous ear. She hath 
Enough to do in Hermanstadt, without 
That rolish spy . . . (pauses). 

TURASC. 

ril bind him fast, my Lord. 

MARTINUZZI (significantly). 
You wear a sword. 

TURASC (aside). 
ril seize on Boneval likewise, 
With whom he entered Hermanstadt last night : 
His fedary sure. 

MARTINUZZI (turns to Sigismund). 
What, moody still ? 

SIOISMUND. 

Your Grace 
I hope will pardon me if I remind you 
Of your late promise. 
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8IGISMUND. 

That how and whence I am derived, I should 
Be told in Hermanstadt. I yearn to know 
The parent whose existence three months since 
I gathered from your holy lips. 

MARTINDZZI. 

We'll see 
Your Marriage solemnized on my return ; 
When I'll make the revelation. (Moves apart.) 

(Aside.) But ihe knot 
Shall first be tied, lest, maugre his attachment. 
By Isabella wrought, he spurn these spousals, 
And unqueen my innocent child, whose coronation 
I am censured to have deferred, albeit prescient 
When, this forewasted Kingdom being repaired, 
I might cope my triumphal arch. 

He'll covenant, 
Sigismund, to hold sway jointly, nor instruct 
His consort he should reign by right. 

gtill less 
Shall the misgiving world in mole-eyed maze 
Within the compass of its mute suspicion^ 
Most insolent dumb traducements — learn wherewith 
To cast mine honour, that, with conscience twined. 
But owns that Judge who'll judge a righteous judg- 
ment. 

Enter Opficek. with magnificent military adornments. 

OFFICER, 

Your HighnesB' arms. 

MABTINUZZI. 

My art and 1 are yet companions. 

This falchion fits uiy hand as when I struck 

And clave the insolent German to the girdle. 

The Transylvaniau boar again is roused 

To scare'these mongrel hounds back to their kennel. 

And for their Master — by his treachery 
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e leagues high Heaven with us. Count Turase, 
lace Ferdinand's envoy close under arrest, 
igismuud, my Son, come see me mount. Nay droop 
not; 

She shall be yours or nothing. Pardon me ! 

Your arm. 

[Exeunt Martinuzzi and Sigismund; Tvra8C follows. 



SCENE II.— A CHAMBER IN THE ROYAL PALACE. 

Enter Queen Isabella. 

ISABELLA. 

His Eminence, I doubt not, spurns my suit. 
Well, what were state and substance unto me, 
Who bear within my breast an infinite flame 
That draws all aims beside into itself. 
I will confess the passion which consumes me 
To Lord Castaldo. Yet, how bear to whisper 
My shame and love-sick penance ? Tell him, how, 
I that through pride rejected kings, have lost. 
Since I beheld him, sweet sleep, rest and peace 
Of mind ; yet am more pleased, though thus bereft 
With thinking of him than enjoying these? 
I may prevail ! — that step! — He comes, the mild 
Pity-fraught object of my fondness. 

{Enter Castaldo.) 

Ha! 
My best kind Lord ! 

CASTALDO (aside). 

Czerina's Royal Mother ! 

ISABELLA. 

The Cardinal's answer. 

CASTALDO. 

Madam, I much grieve. 
The Regent hath possessed his favourite 
With the hereditaments you ask for. 

ISABELLA. 

Sir Sigismund ! His unknown Ward, or Nephew, 
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Not long arrived, that hath no pedigree 
To show, nor ensigns that he had a father. 

CASTALDO. 

Stranger in Hernianstadt ? 

ISABELLA. 

Indignity ! 
How subtler than the fox the nature is 
Of this imperious Prelate ! Dear my Lord, 
The purpose of his heart is like deep water. 
Hard to be sounded, not to be drawn out. 
Me, Isabella, Relict of King^ John, 
The ingrate has despoiled of state and power, 
And in the Kingdom of my Daughter turns me 
To a Cipher. 

, CASTALDO. 

But the Regency. 

ISABELLA. 

High Heaven! 
The thought onH racks me. I was left joint Regent ; 
But he, as if my claims were writ in sand. 
Soon trod my honours down. 

My Lord, I tire you ! 

CASTALDO. 

! pardon me, your Grace. 

ISABELLA. 

E*en so ! Thou art 
My Grace, and more, for here thou sitt'st enthroned. 

1 talk in vain to you ; you do not mark me. 

CASTALDO. 

There is a chill upon my heart, your Highness. 

ISABELLA. 

A chill ? What woe can taint its freshness ? Grief, 
And those pale ensigns sad thoughts bring along. 
Do not sit well upon a youthful brow. 
What hath betided ? 

CASTALDO. 

I have my dismission. 
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ISABELLA. 

From Hermanstadt ? 

CASTA LDO (despondinffly). 

From Hermanstadt — from Heaven ! 

ISABELLA {aside). 
Ha ! is it thus? then weak delay no more 
Hold in the impetuous yearning of my heart. 
The Cardinal hath cast one suit; wilt thou 
Another ? 

{After a pause.) I am a' very slave in thought, 
The slave of love. 

CASTALDO. 

Thou, glorious Lady? 

ISABELLA. 

Say, 
Wilt thou plead for me, and lend all your sighs 
To blow my passion home ? 

CASTALDO. 

Your Highness' presence 
Would woo more movingly than AngePs tongue. 

ISABELLA. 

I will stand by and blush while thou shalt whisper 
My shame and love-sick penance. Teach him how 
I, that through pride rejected Kings, have lost. 
Since I beheld him, sweet sleep, rest, and peace 
Of mind ; yet am more pleased, though thus bereft, 
With thinking of him than enjoying these. 
Tell him all this, his triumph and my fall ; 
Then loose a smile, and seal upon my hand 
His truth, and I shall hope thou hast prevailed. 

CASTALDO. 

With my best eloquence, TU make known your will ; 
Whom shall I seek ? 

ISABELLA (hotly). 

Love rides upon a thought, 
And stays not diilly to inquire the way, 
But right o'erleaps all fence unto the goal. 
{A pause.) Are your lips glued? A smile will make 
no noise. 
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CASTALDO. 

What should I think ? 

ISABELLA. 

Just lEis you list. If not. 
That I am degraded, Sir. Go publish it; 
Tell thou didst see the tears of Isabella ; 
And left her heartless. Peace ! There's not a soul 
Will trust thee. 

CASTALDO. 

I am confounded ! 

ISABELLA (with hauteur). 

What I blush 

To grant, forbear to hint at ; yet this comment 
Take with thee, and pass by in silence. That 
At which you guess is a shadow, and flies from me. 
Thou'st changed my mood : my beads of love are told, 
Wherefore I haVe filled their place with glowing scorn. 
So all this business reckon as a dream. 

{She turns away,) 

CASTALDO. 

Most gracious Queen, adieu ! 

ISABELLA {without reverting her head)* 

My Lord, your servant. 
[Exit Castaldo, 
Can another soul have passed into this frame ? 
If not ; pierced heart ! where are thy pangs— the rage 
Proper to thy stung pride and cause of passion ? 
My faculties, cold and hard as flints, are apt, 
Soon from my languid soul to strike such fury 
As the repulse of that proud boy shall guerdon 
With wreak and vens^eance — Oh! the end's not yet. 

[Exit. 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I.— ROYAL GARDENS. 

C2BRINA (alone). 
Thou Cardinal ! Most strangely terrible 
To me, but as I live I hate thee not ; 
Which, while with all my heart I strive to do, 
Something forbids, as if it were a sin ; 
For though, alas ! thou art hard as adamant. 
Thou hast too its occult attractive powers. 
Whilst every hind in Transylvania 
Lives in heaven's sunshine, or in's humble shed 
Is free as the unchecked air to go or stay, 
No hireling in command to watch him, where, 
With fugitive feet, he trips the scorned earth, 
To look abroad by his own eyes to love, 
Fm gaoled, who bear the precious blood of kings. 
In my own palace. Would I were lowlier ! 

Enter Boneval (precipitately j as if pursued)^ 

BONBVAL. 

Sir Ruperf s doubtless put to riest. 

On me 
Also they'd swoop. A lady. 

CZERINA. 

What art thou. 
That with so little reverence doth press 
Upon our solitude ? 

BONEVAL. 

This roll is the cause. 
By Martinuzzi^s myrmidons Fm pursued. 

c2 
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CZERINA. 

Why then by my own wrongs I know thee guiltless. 
Whence art thou ? 

BONBVAL. 

Last from Warsaw with my patroi 
And eke my friend, who'll never more break bounds, 
I doubt. My name is Bonevai. 

CZERINA. 

Wilt guide 
Me and a noble gentleman, journeying hence. 
To Poland ? 

BONEVAL. 

I were honoured. 

CZERINA. 

We'll reward thee. 
Pass through yon gate and close it. 

Thence a path, 
In the thick shelter of innumerous boughs. 
Leads to the city port. There tend our coming. 

BONEVAL. 

Trust to my faithful guidance. 

Fair, your slave ! 

[Exit BONEVAL. 

JEnter Castaldo. 

CASTALDO. 

Princess ! i 

CZERINA. 

Castaldo, thou shalt lend thy counsel. 

CASTALDO. 

Dear Lady, what hast thou deserved of sorrow, 
That it usurps so much on thy soft nature ? 
Oh, Martinuzzi ! 

CZERINA. 

He whose arrogant acts 
Are pain and doubt to me, whose tyranny 
I feel in every nerve, yet dare resent not 
For reverential awe ; and when he stabs 
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With dreadful deeds; — treason — imprisonment; 
And worJs more keen, which must be just, I think. 
Yet know not wherefore ; when he plucks the thought 
I dare not speak from its dark sanctuary. 
And casts it right before me, I am ready 
To promise full submission. 

CASTALDO {wildly). 

If thou wilt 
Trample upon my heait ! 

OZERINA. 

Such passion pains me. 

CASTALDO {in a plaintive voice). 
Pains you ? I am gentle as the hand I touch — 
As moderate as the lips from whose dear murmurs 
Come scanty sounds of happiness : I will — 

CZERINA. 

What said the Tyrant ? 

CASTALDO. 

That thou wast a Queen ; 
And that thy life, nay more, thy death thou owedst 
Thy country. 

4,With sudden passion.) What a void the fertile world, 
If Fate will have us part! 

CZERINA. 

Then Vm resolved. 
We will forego our state, nor live enslaved 
By our own sceptre. Queen!l^Queen in bonds ! 
A wingless insect on the world's highway, 
Trod on by every foot. 

CASTALDO. 

Princess, what mean you ? 

CZERINA. 

My Crown is a bubble, which with a mere breath 
I blow into the winds. Behold I 'tis gone ! 
The manacles of form that bound my blood 
Are burst ! I am free ! No race, no land to tie me ! 
Now wilt thou wed me, Love ? 
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CASTALDO. 

Oh, would it ^ere so 1 

CZERINA. 

I'll abdicate. Have 1 not spoken it? 

Wilt aid me to my Uncle's home in Poland ? 

r 

CASTALDO. 

ril be thy guard, and by thy peerless self 
I swear — 

My heart's thy throne ! and thou shalt reign 
For ever there, and every throb thy subject ! 

CZERINA. 

The Regent holds a festival this night, 

So 'tis proclaimed, for some great cause or other, 

Yet unannounced ; and thither TU repair. 

I have gained my ladies, and explored the means. 

Until the morrow to remain unmissed. 

Wilt join me in this start, and abduct the Prince 

Of Hungary from her dominions ? 

(Castaldo kneehy and taking the hand qfCzERiNA, 

presses it to his lips.) 

CASTALDO. 

Ecstatic sounds ! my heart ! It bursts, my Queen : 
But 'tis with joy ! Let this touch seal the pledge 
Of loyalty and faith till death. 

' CZERINA. 

But love me, and e'en what you will : I've steeds 
Caparison 'd always at the city port, 
They'll bear us both from bonds. A Polander 
Will there become our guide. 

A busy step ! 
Adieu, Castaldo ! 

CASTALDO. 

I have a life too much. 

CZERINA (with a smile). 
Keep it for me. [Exit Czerina. 

CASTALDO. 

Oh bliss! Tm stifled! Ha! 
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Methinks my thoughts triumphant, hung with black, 
Droop round about my heart like pennons plumed. 

(Enter Turasc, attended.) 
Who are these? Your office ? 

TURASC. 

To attach thee, Lord, 
In the Regent's name. 

CA8TALD0. 

How Sir, imprison me ! 
The Representative of Austria ? 
That title's sacred. 

TURA8C. 

You obey the commitment, 
Though twice ten thousand armed ambassadors 
League their auxiliar spears. 

CASTALDO (aside). 

Omniscient Heaven ! 
Can Ferdinand's invasion yet be kuown ? 

TURASC. 

And therefore must be foiled by Martinuzzi. 
My Lord, your sword. 

CASTALDO (apart). 

At such a time ! Distraction ! 
(Aloud.) My sword? Receive it whoso' will. 'Tis here! 

TURASC. 

That is my duty. Treacherous to the last ! 

(TvRAsc advances to take Castaldo'^s sword: he 
resists: a short struggle: Castaldo is dis- 
armed and seized.) 

Bear him away ! 

CASTALDO. 

It needs not. I attend you. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II.— A GRAND HALL OF STATE. 
Enter Turasc, meeting a Messenger. 

TURASC. 

Ha ! from the army ? Well, your tidings? 

MESSENGER. 

Glorious ! Our Regent is at hand. 

TURASO. 

Then he has fought ? 

MESSENGER. 

And will again ; but whom he vanquished never. 

TURASC. 

Here comes his Ward 

{Enter Sigismund.) 

Why truly, my good Lord, 

Thy promised Bride hath made thee what thou could'st 

Not make thyself. 

sigismund. 

And what is that ? 

TURASC. 

Why, serious. 

SIGISMUND. 

Oh ! I was gay withal but few months since ; 
For then I deemed I was the Regenf s nephew, 
Nor had a Parent living ; having learned it. 
My dreams are all awake, nay on my kn^es 
The vision of that Parent comes between 
My prayers and Heaven. 

TURASC. 

But his Eminence 
Hath promised — 

SIGISMUND. 

Yes, Turasc, when I am wedded 
Unto. the Queen, whose charms enchained ray soul, 
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Even at that point of time, three moons scarce waned. 
My eyes beheld her first. 

TURASC. 

The Cardinal ! 

Enter Officers, ^c, some with standards ; after them 

Martinuzzi. 

martinuzzi. 
Ha ! Sigismund ! Now by the blessed cross ! 
The Queen is much to blame. 

SIOISMUND. 

I'd been to blame 
To invade the leisure of her solitude. 

MARTINUZZI. 

She would not see thee ! Resist my wish in this ? 

{After a pause.) 

Ha! you have a silent thought — What takes thy mind? 

SIGISMUND. 

Oh ! good your Eminence, dare I speak my thought ? 

•MARTINUZZI. 

Am I a tyrant ? 

SIGISMUND. 

Tyrant ! 

MARTINUZZI. 

How ! To whom ? 

SIGISMUND. 

Unto thy Sovran, my Lord Cardinal, 

Who is confined, mewed up, and hourly awed 

By thy stern, unrelaxing vigilance. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Just God ! — I meant not thus — thank you, my son. 

TURASC. 

A General from Buda with instructions 
For Lord Castaldo. 

MARTINUZZI (abruptly). 

Knows he of our triumph ! 
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TURASO. 

As I think, no : impossible^ your Grace. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Where is the Marquis ? 

TyRASO. 

He is now in prison, 
According to your Eminence's commands. 

MARTINUZZI. 

'Tis well : be thou his conduct to our presence, 
Together with the messenger from Austria. 

[Exit TuRAsc. 
" Tyrant! '^ too true ! I am a Tyrant : Down (strikes 

his breast) 
My wretched captive here ! I thought you grown 
As dead a lump of flesh, as rigid as 
Adamant or marble^ or the solid bone 
To which I felt you harden. How is this t 

(Enter Turasc, conducting Castaldo. Mar- 
TiNUzzi ascends and seats himself in the chair 
of state,) 

(To Castaldo.) My Noble Lord, I am much grieved 

to find. 
By some unthought of accident your person 
Hath been attached, as if we heeded not 
Rights international, but madly set 
The wonted process by of law and honour. 
I say, I am grieved, my Lord Ambassador, 
For this offence, and so far as consists 
In such a case — (pauses,) 

(Aside scoffingly.) Methinks I have said as much 
As asks the grace of pardon. 

CASTALDO. 

Since, great Prince, 
Your officer dealt unadvisedly. 
As ransom for his error, I am willing 
That your disclaimer pass. 
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MARTIXUZZI. 

Your courtesy 
Is royal, my Lord, and breathes as freely 
As graces from your King. {Aside.) Ay or his oaths^ 
Which are as free as words to little purpose. 
{AUrud.) If I remember right, you bear for me 
Weighty commission from your Court ; to which 
Now with your leave, before these noble chieftains, 
I will give ear. 

CASTALDO. 

The Arch-Duke of Austria, Bohemia's King, 
Sends health to Martinuzzi, and if he 
Reject this grand preliminary Article — 

MARTINUZZI {to Nobles). 
That I should reign in Transylvania, 
Holding in fief my sceptre of the German! 
Trafficking rights which are not mine to treat of. 
Right well concerted, Sirs ! A fine device, 
Considering I am that I am, and Regent. 
( To Castaldo.) Well, what's behind ? The insult 
stands in front. 

CASTALDO. 

In case of this rejection, the Arch-Duke — {patises,) 

MARTINUZZI. 

Then what intends he? 

CASTALDO. 

To march hitherward, 
And in the capital of Transylvania 
Depose your Highness from all sovereignty. 

MARTINUZZIJ 

Doth Ferdinand dream that strong power like a pent- 
house 
Screens him from censure, that, no war proclaimed, 
Yourself in Hermanstadt Ambassador, 
He threatens such aggression? Doth he hold 
Intelligence with Heaven, that he is 
Assured of victory ? 
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He'll rend the face of peace, unless — How long 
Have we to perpend thia matter? {A pause.) 

{Enter Acstrian General, attended.) 

Most like yon GentleoiaD, who has jnet arrived. 

May, in this conjuncture, answer for your Ei;cellence. 

AUSTRIAN GEWERAi. (lo Castaldo, iHtk a despatch). 

From the Arch-Duke, my Lord. 

(Castaldo slowly opens the despatch : Martinczzi 

looks at Aim intently.) 

MAHTINL'ZZI. 

Pate as the marble covering thrown aside. 
And scared as he were peering in some tomb 
To confront horrible death — so looks Castaldo. 
{To Castaldo.) My noble Lord, how run your last 
instructions ? 

castaldo. 
I must endure his gaze the while I speak. 
The Arch-Duke hath put his troops in motion, and 
Already with such sudden speed hath marched. 
That Hermanstadt must fall. On one condition, — 
Which to reject were to invoke extremes, — 
He will yet withdraw from Transylvania. 

MAETINVZZI. 

And what's this stipulation ? 
castaldo {handing the paper to the Austrian Gensbu] 
Read it you. 

AUSTRIAN GENERAL. 

If our Ambassador receive forthwith 

Lady Czerina's hand, we vouch our word^ 

martinuzzi {breaking in). 
No more. He vouches! Hear it! Ferdinand vouches 1 
Blow it about, ye opposite winds of Heaven, 
Till the loud chorus of derision shake 
The world with laughter ? Ere you spoke your mission, 
Austria had felt my answer. 

Lord Castaldo I 
Thou saidst that Hermanstadt must fall. 1 have met 
Your monarch in his hour of pride, and, standing 
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In the great hand of God, have struck his arms 
Prostrate as steppes of Hungary, and powerless 
As are these trophies, colours, eagles, captured. 
Behold your sword, which we retain : yourself 
May walk at large in Hermanstadt, contemned 
And frustrate ; for by treaty with the Sultan 
We follow up our victory, nor surcease 
Whilst Ferdinand holds a foot of ground in Hungary. 
That's my response ; FU hear no other word. 

(Castaldo and Austrian General are hurried 
out ; Martinuzzi descends from his throne.) 

{To SiGiSMUNo.) Yon Envoy's tone is sunk. 

His master^s next despatch will be worth reading. 

Break up the Audience ! Unto all, our thanks ! 

[Exeunt omnes^ except Martinuzzi. 
(Martinuzzi motions to Turasc, who re-enters,) 

martinuzzi (apart). 
Airs in the glow, and malleable ; since free 
At length my native land, that in short space. 
Hoodwinked by marriage rites, shall fealty pay 
To King John'^s line restored. 

Can any cloud 
Shed blight ere heat of harvest when so near? 
The perceptible awe that, at the thought of Rupert, 
Fastens upon me, lest, by forehand speech 
(My latent drift too pure for men's construction) 
He suborn the vulgar credence 'gainst my honour. 
I will rein his tongue with promise of Mount Halitz. 
{To Turasc.) That Polander,— 

ril thank you to conduct me 
Where he is confined, — I would confer with him. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE III.— CABINET CHAMBER. 
Enter Queen Isabella. 

ISABELLA. 

I am held suspense too long ! At the city gate 
My emissaries told me there were steeds. 
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THE PATRIOT. 



Awaiting Queen Czerina and Castaldo. 
Ah ! vip'rous twain ! my paesion shall o'ertake ye ! 
The mtiiutes creep ; I'd bave them airy spirits. 
If these, my adders, 'scape ine? Ho! who waits? 

{Enter Attendant.) 
Now is my guard returned ? 

ATTENDANT. 

Behold, your Highness! 
{Enter Two or Three with Boneval.) 

ISABBLLA. 

What error's this? I do not see Castaldo. 

Sure it was so my spies reported to me. 

But I am not sure of aught, save that I am wronged. 

ATTENDANT {coming forward). 
The Marquis was secured by Count Turasc, 
But since released. 

TSABELIA. 

I have a fever on me. 
What doth that variet 1 

OUABD. 

Him, with certain horsemen 
We seized, observant of your Highness' orders. 



Her Highm 



BONEVAL {eagerly). 
Whom? 



BONEVAL {eagerly). 
The King of Poland's sister? King John's relict? 

ISABELLA. 

What prates the saucy groom ? Thou speak'st my title. 



Let me discharge the trust I was enjoined, 
In case my Patron sliould be foully dealt with. 
His bodements were true prophets, else he were 
Forthcoming before now. (Produces apacket.) 

I only ask 
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Your Highness in return for this deposit 
Safe conduct back to Poland. 

I am discumbered. 
{Gives packet to Isabella.) 

ISABELLA. 

Addressed to me ! Your Master's name ? 



< BONEVAL. 

Most people styldhim. 



Sir Rupert 



ISABELLA. 

Rupert ! The Princess 

Matilda^s page ! The son of . Ye prompt fears ! 

Revealings of my soul, that left the proofs 
Halting behind, you'll yet be justified. 

(Isabella breaks open the packet.) 
Wh^t have we here ? Ha ! letters ! 
Sure I should know the hand — this hand and seal ? 
{Unfolds a letter.) Yes, signed by — by Matilda! by 

the King 
My husband^s sister. What can it contain ? 

{She glances her eyes over it,) 
Secret espousals with — with whom? with HIM ! 
Their offspring changed ! that offspring HER ! Oh 

horror ! 
Another letter ! — this from — from — 

( With violent gesture,) Great God ! 
What flood is this thou hast let into my heart ? 
I see it all ! — I guessed as much; my loathing 
For years was prophet to the monstrous secret. 
Cozened! — Abused! — Gulled fool ! ha! ha.! ha! ha! 
What sand-bhnd ignorance ! But ne*er came truth 
So pleasing to mankind. I'take delight. 
The while my sinews shrink and heart grows cold. 
To stand in the danger of the basilisk ; 
For, though my breast shakes, 'tis with horrid joy ; 
My eyes forestall the creature's venomous glance. 
I would not change this fever of felicity 
For all the pleasures of ten thousand ages. 
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BONBVAL. 

Such bliss, your Grace, were cheap at a poor paaspoit 

ISABELLA. 

Passport ? Close after me : I will reward thee 

Straightwise with gold, and a safe condact hence. 

Follow me. Vengeance! I must read these tokens 

Forepast of treason. They have haunted me. 

Or something like them, often. 

Hand, be proud ! 

Thou bearest the doom of Hungary's purple tyrant 

[Exit IsABEj^LA, followed by Boneval ^ Attendants. 



END OF AOT II. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE L—THE ORATORY OF MARTINUZZL 
Enter Martinuzzi and Attendant. 

ATTENDANT. 

Her Majesty will straight be with your Eminence. 

{Exit. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Now my torn heart be firm, and cast behind 
Compunction in thee. Fd not have her know, 
More than the world she doth usurp, to embitter 
Her peace, which should cohere with Sigismund s rights. 
*Twere best precipitate this match, and pin 
^My fortune to my sleeve through time and chance. 
The case demands prompt action. 

Lo ! she comes ; 
In all the land I'm sure the loveliest. 
Fve strung me to relieve my heart o'*er-wrought 
By words of opposite semblance. Yet I wish — 
I wish her cheek were not so pale, Dear child. 

{Enter Czerina.) 

Royal Lady, I 
Bring you great news. Another such a conquest 
We'll have you in triumph home again to Buda; 
There to be crowned together with your husband. 
Sounds this so mournful, that you turn my bays 
To cypress with your tremblings? 

CZERINA {faintly). 

Good my Lord, 
I'm glad to see you well : We are proud you won. 

D 
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MARTINUZZI. • 

YoQ should be thankful too. 

CZERINA. 

I hope I am, 
Your Eroinence. 

MARTINUZZI. 

You would not pause, I trust. 
To drain your heart's blood for your kingdom's weal? 
Hath gratitude bounds ? 

CZERINA. 

I've learned it hath of you. 
When Solyman, in return for his alliance, 
Asked you to cede the Banat of Temeswar, 
Proudly you made response, *'*' that Hungary 
Could not he grateful with her freedom^ nor 
Her Regent with his honour r 

Nor will I 
Lightly dispense with either. 

MARTINUZZI. 

They're not called for. 
Your Majesty's wit's too quick and sharp, and thrusts 
Beyond the point. * 

CZERINA. 

Tis my impatience, Sir, 
God help me ! Not my wit. Honour and freedom ! 
Wer't not dishonour to bestoVv this hand 
But with this heart ? Fd be a farmhouse thrall 
And change my crown for cap, my robes for russet. 
And rule my subjects of the dairy, rather 
Than Queen on this condition. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Since your Grace 
Will traffic with me for a word or two, 
Pd ask on what condition ? 

CZERINA. 

That my blood 
Royal should be so chafed and constantly 
As 'tis by you, my Lord. 
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MARTINUZZI. 

Your royal blood ? 
It burns your brow : would it were cooler, Lady ! 
I think it is too hot. 

CZERINA. 

Be it the lightning, 
'Tis not for thee to track its course, but shun it 
My Lord, I'll do henceforward just what likes me. 
*In proof, we take our leave. 

MARTINUZZI {going up to her sternly^ grasping her by 
the wrist^ and speaking in a severe voice). 

Refrain thy foot ! 

CZERINA. 

My Lord, I pray you set me free : I cannot 
Brook to be overruled. And who art thou, 
Dare circumscribe the slenderest spot of earth 
Against thy sovereign ? 

MARTINUZZI. 

This to me ? 

CZERINA. 

Why not ? 

MARTINUZZI. 

" Why not," my Liege ? suppose I say mine order 
Gives to my will the impress of divine. 
Or that thiiie orphaned years require the curb ? 
Suppose, I say, because of all my toil 
For Hungary, or for your great defence 
In this my victory, when, your bulwark, I 
Wrestled and took in death that you may live ? 
I might — and none could doubt my plea were just — 
Thou, least of all ! But oh ! I need not thus. 
I bid thee but recal my anxious care 
From infancy to fit thee for thy throne : 
I bid thee think how once, when all besides 
ShunnM your infectious chamber, I alone 
Played there the hireling, helped your healing draught 
To your parched lips ; and afterwards through nights 
Have sat, and watched, and prayed, whilst you were 
sleeping. 

. d2 
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Thou hast seen my face all shrunk and pale with grief 

Until you rose again. Oh ! I did tend you 

Like — like your nurse, my Daughter. What, shall now 

Estrangement come betwixt my heart and thine, 

That from thy cradle grew before me still ? 

Canst level taunts against thy confessor ! 

CZERINA. 

No, not 'gainst thee. Mercy ! The absolute charm 
Thou hast to make me weep for bitter words. 
Wrung from my lips by thine own tyranny ! 
Forgive me, your Eminence. 

MAETINUZZI. 

This dav is wasted 
Down to the dregs. The fountains of the light 
Spring silently and slowly, and the tide 
Of beamy noon hath fled up to the arch. 
And sleeps — how near its source ! 



I must be gone. 



CZERINA. 

The Queen hath sent for me. 



MARTINUZZI. 

Thy mother ? — say. 

CZERINA. 

Thou knowest. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Well : Did I bid thee go ? 

{In a softened voice.) Her Mother ! 

CZERINA (aside). 
He reads my inmost soul more clearly than 
Myself. Tibere runs a tremulous chord through his 

voice 
Doth fill me with strange awe :— Tis ever thus. 

MARTINUZZI. 

We spoke of Sigismund. St. Stephen's crown 
Rejects the shadow of his hand whose brow 
The precious jewel was not made to fit. 
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Tis time I breathe beneath th' imperial tree 
I planted, and did nourish with the sweat 
Of mine own forehead. Thou shalt reap the fruit. 
With thy husband Sigismund — 

(Peremptorily.) I swear your husband, 

CZERINA. 

I'll hear no more of this. Am I not Queen ? 
I pray ye, my Lord Cardinal, be content. 
Gaze not on me : let go thy terrible grasp ! 
Pray have you further business? Understand 
I'll not endure you should command my mind 
Against its true election. Now you have 
Our Greatness' answer. 

MARTiNuzzi (peremptorily). 
Be dumb all breath ! or by Omnipotence I 
You tempt a wrath will grasp your Greatness thus 
Where thou rebell'st upon the dizzy pinnacle 
Of pride and honour we stand on. Queen, no word, 
Lest you plunge headlong down. Our Fate already 
Reels with her guilty burden ; at our feet, 
A grave of infamy unfathomable 
Yawns to receive us. Oh, be still as night : 
Stir not unless in supplication : Show me 
The palpitating bosom, the pale lip. 
The quaking hand, the mercy-seeking eye, 
Else, by my holy faith ! my power to crush 
I will put forth at large ; and thou not live, 
Froward in loveliness. There is a word — 
Fool ! I can make thee nothing but a laugh. 

CZERINA. 

In pity spare me now : May I depart ? 

MARTINUZZI (with Startling sternness). 
Depart not ! If I utter sounds, kneel down 
And strive to catch them. Be assured, proud Girl, 
The syllables that gush down through my lips 
Are precious as a dew unio thy Soul ; 
Where, though they pelt like nail-stones, do not vie 
With that devoted people, who of old 
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Shot arrows back when they did hear the thunder, 

But lodge them in the core of beating life. 

Be greedy in thy droughty heart of my words 

As the parched earth of moisture ; look beyond ! 

Past the rent shroudings of the murky cloud. 

Where what I cannot hide, despite my angers. 

Like sunny brightness peers — there fix thine eyes ! 

( With sudden emotion,) 

Why, why is this ? Dull thing ! Art not to me 

As dear as mine own blood, and I to thee 

A hold as certain as the sheltering rock 

Unto the wild-sea blossom ? To my heart ! 

There grapple, cling, and smile throughout the storm. 

That's well : So : so : Thou'lt do thy guardian's bidding I 

czERiNA {tremhling). 
Forbear in pity — Yes, thou art most dear — 
Yet no less terrible ! 

MARTINUZZI. 

Then never more, 
Fastidious! with passion call to judgment 
A thought, a breath of Martinuzzi. 

czERiNA (tremhling). 

Spare me. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Thou'lt grace with thy presence a masqued festival, 
I hold to-night in honour of these nuptials 
We celebrate to-morrow. Thou'lt be there. 

CZERINA {kneeling), 
I prithee leave me, Being of strange power ! 

MARTINUZZI {reverting his head as he retires). 
Expect me to return : 

{He pauses, then again approaching Czerina, he 
adds in a voice of deep feeling y) 

A better peace 
Dwell with thee, Queen of Hungary ! — Bless thee, 
child ! 

[Exit Martinuzzi. 



V 
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czERiNA (without rising from the ground). 
Shall I not fly this night or ere to-morrow's 
Bridal ? What ! marry Sigismund, and love 
Castaldo ? lean bear to die, but will not 
Remain to die of that Man's Majesty. 
I^m faint (rises) with dread. He comes ! Ah, not again ! 
Mercy ! — A voice ! — To meet him ! 

Speak ! — Who's there ? 

Enter Castaldo. 

CASTALDO. 

Tis I : What hath betided ? 

CZERINA. 

Ha, Castaldo ! 
To-morrow — Do I live to tell it you — 
I'm sipking !— 

CASTALDO. 

Heavens ! Czerina^ thou art pale 
As any corpse. Thine eyes are full of tears. 

CZERINA. 

The Regent, he has struck me through the heart ; 
You know not how I'm hurt : 
Swear to avenge me, Love. 

CASTALDO. 

I will, I will. 

CZERINA. 

To-morrow ! — No prevention ? 

CASTALDO. 

What to-morrow ? 

CZERINA. 

Or — ah, my Mother ! I stagger ! — Seek my Mother, 
And claim her intervention — else I must .... 

CASTALDO. 

In mercy— what ? 

CZERINA. 

Wed. 
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CASTALDO. 

Wed! 
CZERINA (graspingly). 

The festival- 
They hold at dark. Be there. {As she faints in his arms,) 

Are these thy arms! 

CASTALDO. 

Mine, only mine ! Art thou some lustrous spirit? 
No. Nothing is in this sublime serenity 
But human woe. 'Tis some conspiracy 
Of Martinuzzi, who with hateful eyes 
Views her. Ho, slaves ! your kingdom is in peril. 
The Queen ! Some one has struck her heart ! Re- 
venge ! 

[Exit CASTAtDO, bearing Czerina in his arms. 



SCENE II.— APARTMENT IN THE PALACE. 
Enter Queen Isabella, perusing papers. 

ISABELLA. 

If I proclaim these wrongs, the tyrant's power, 

His sacred function, popular attributes, 

So blind the eyes of men, that these true witnesses, 

(Pointing to the papers.) 
Lacking the light that Rupert could supply. 
Will be misdeemed the forgetive shapes of hate. 
The infants were exchanged in the hour of birth. 
And mine conveyed by the midwife's son from Buda. 
The scrolls stop short just where Pd fix my eyes. 
His innocent life may have been spared. If not. 
Just Heaven ! Be my revenge to me a child ! 
He comes ! whom I ordain my tool to work with — 
The engine of my vengeance. Noble Lord I 

Enter Castaldo in a hurried manner. 

CA8TALOO. 

Upon my knee — 

ISABELLA. 

How now ? 
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CASTALDO. 

I do implore 
YovLT intercession, Madam. Queen Czerina — 

ISABELLA. 

And canst thou choose no name to conjure with 
But hers? — Well, well : unburthen thee. 

CASTALDO. 

To-morrow 
She weds Sir Sigismund. 

ISABELLA {with colduess). 

So I have heard. 

CASTALDO. 

Against her will ; without or law or warrant. 

ISABELLA (coldly). 

Sir, he who holds this kingdom holds the law. 

CASTALDO. 

Oh, gracious Dame ! my bliss lives in your breath ; 
Forbid the union. 

ISABELLA (coldly). 

It concerns not thee. 

.CASTALDO. 

It does : The Queen and I have plighted hearts. 

ISABELLA (aside). 
What ails my blood ? It courses through my veins. 
My soul's on fire : Pm choked, and seem to perish; 
But will suppress my scream. The pain is gone. 
Were you not speaking, Sir, about — about — 
What's this ? Pray tell me. 

CASTALDO. 

Of my passion, Lady. 

ISABELLA. 

Passion ! I see : Passion ! 'Thas many senses ; 
And plays in each the abortive casuist. 
A startling paradox is passion, Sir. 
Wormwood and honey ! brief as mortal thought! 
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Eternal as the everlasting word ! 
Passion ! For whom ? 

CASTALDO. 

Thy daughter. 

ISABELLA. 

Ha ! what'« she ? — 
{Aside.) The person of my injury, he means. 
(Aloud.) Sir, I have read of women — Yea believe 
It were more wise to start the sleeping panther^ 
And stare into her eye, than try our sex thus. 
But I — I bear no malice. 

CASTALDO. 

'Twas your daughter — 

ISABELLA (interrupting). 
YouVe spoken it. She swears she will not wed, 
And waxes eloquent, and — how else was it? 
What was't she said ? 

I care not : speak, my Lord, 
I want to answer you — and her, not hear ye. 

CASTALDO. 

She prays your Grace would interpose between 
Her and her Guardian, to avert an union. 
Inferring death. 

ISABELLA. 

Can I annul the doom 
Forethought by Destiny and Martinuzzi ? 
Who shall turn back the hand stretched out of either ? 

CASTALDO. 

I muse, that being her Mother thou art so cold. 

ISABELLA. 

Cold! 

CASTALDO. 

Ay, lift up thy voice against this match. 

ISABELLA. 

My voice ! That man o*er-bulks all opposition. 
(After a pause.) -He wills that Sigismund weds her y — 
then he weds her. 
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CA8TALD0. 

1^*11 perish first. 

ISABBLLA. 

The coward's cure. What, travel 
You know not whither in the air or fire, , 

Leaving the earth clear for thy rival's bliss ! 
Perish ? and much would Martinuzzi care ! 

CASTALDO {despondingly). 
My life is told. 

ISABELLA. 

Why if indeed the lightning 
Would rive his trunk, and not the senseless oak — 

CASTALDO. 

Oh ! light my heart, that stumbles in a mist 
Over your meaning, 

ISABELLA. 

The Air can choke his breath, yet he still strides 
The prostrate land : His sins like vapours serve 
To stupify high Heaven, till Justice sleeps. 

CASTALDO. 

His ! His ! Whom dost thou point at ? 

'{After a pause,) Thou art mute. 
Methinks the deadly silence of thy soul 
Is fraught with horror, dread as is a madhouse 
With din of creatures raving. Feel'st no pain ? 
There are a thousand Furies in that smile.: 
What's in thy thought? 

ISABELLA {coming closer^ and looking steadfastly 

upon him). 
Ask me not what I think; 
But what, did my soul animate Castaldo, 
Castaldo would accomplish I Ha ! dost guess ? 

CASTALDO (shuddering). 
Lady, thine eye 

Is the dim mirror of my deepest mind. 
It shows a gulf of horror — turn away ! 
The dark reflection tortures me. 
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ISABBLLA. 

Were I 
So soon to be despoiled of such a treasure 
As thou wilt be — {Stops abruptly.) That poniard — 

{Pauses, and looks significantly, y 

CASTALDO. 

In my heart? 

ISABELLA. 

Thy heart, pale Lord, would*st make it weep for nothing! 
Sheathe it where Love and Nature prompt your hand ! 
Strike — (Pauses.) 

CASTALDO (faintly). 
Whom? 

ISABELLA. 

The Cardinal is but mortal, sure. 

CASTALDO. 

Be dumb ! 1 would not hear the offence again. 
And yet the sound remains. Now God forgive us ! 

ISABELLA. 

What fantasy is wrapt up in thy visage ? 

I reckoned that your love had deeper root. 

Well : As you list. Good day. (Going.) 

CASTALDO (gasping). 
A moment ! I am mad to dalliance hold ; 
But yet I will — will think of it — of that 
Thou hinted*st to me. 

ISABELLA. 

Thou should^st act — should'st hurl 
Death on thy foe. 

CASTALDO. 

My foe ! His heart's of gall. 
To wash the bitterness off with blood ! Oh, horror ! 

ISABELLA. 

You rave. 

CASTALDO (wildly). 
Not yet — not yet. 
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ISABELLA. 

My noble Lord, ^ 
I leave you. Ponder in your heart what's passed, 
Then if you love? — (Aside.) He is in a trance of anguish, 
The apter for the business I forecast. 
1 will incage him here, — he shall not quit 
The verge of my palace till the hour be ripe. 
The Father of that changeling slain, and by 
Her lover ! Twere too great a thing, too deep 
A malice, and would overcloy revenge. 
Yet wild Medea wrought the Pelian race 
To slaughter their own Sire — Work well my charms ! 

[jExU Isabella. 
CASTALDo (after standing as ifstupijied). 
Some dream hath worn me out, and drops of dew 
Steep me all o'er. Ha ! I remember now. 
Maclness ! to morrow ! No alternative ? 
What was't she said ? — ^To have the Cardinal .... 
Pah ! like a dog ! And I, in tell-tale sleep, 
Who am to divide his body from his soul, 
Am babbling onH. 

Would I could never wake ! 

(Enter Messenger.) 

(Castaldo, startled, turns round, exclaiming^) 
Thou didst not hear ? 
Whence this express ? 

messenger. 
From Austria, to you, 
My Lord Castaldo. 

CASTALDO. 

Give it me — 
(Messenger delivers despatches,) Withdraw. 

[Exit Messenger. 

(Castaldo breaks the seal, and readsy) 
FERDINAND'S SIGN MANUAL— private ! 

(Glances over the despatch^ reading audibly here 

and there,) 

" Martinuzzi, 
Whom we do hereby sentence capitally. 
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Hath grown too powerful for our Empires weal ; 
His projects of ambition will determine 
Only with life^ which see cut off; and claim 
In recompense the hand of Queen Czerina^ 

{After reflecting, he slowly closes the despatch ^ ) 
A more august Avenger prompts me now 
To do what else I might abhor. Then wherefore 
Meltest thoUy Piadena ? Dost thou ask 
Justification loftier? Oh^ faint heart ! 
Not Ferdinand's broad state seal, but Queen Czerina, 
Her threatened marriage, stamps this fearful doom. 

(He crosses the stage.) 
Shall Isabella learn that my revenge 
With justice is enlarged ? 

{After a pause.) She sees the warrant. 

[Exit, 



END OF ACT III. 



[Curtain falls.] 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— A SUITE OF GRAND APARTMENTS, LIGHTED 
UP MAGNIFICENTLY WITH LAMPS, AND FILLED 
WITH NOBLES AND LADIES IN AND WITHOUT 
MASKS: SEVERAL PASS AND RE-PASS THROUGH 
THE WIDE FOLDING DOORS THROWN OPfiN : 
MUSIC : A DANCE OF MASKS. 

Ent€r Marti Nuzzi and Turasc . 

MARTINUZZI. 

Rupert hath joine4 our revelry, do you say ? 
How did he elude your ward ? 

TURASC. 

Half drunk, my Lord, 
He passed through masked. Your festival's in fault. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Should wine break loose his brain ! 

Command him hither. 
[Exit TuRAsc. 

MARTINUZZI {alone). 
That the next few hours were overworn ! — sole space 
Of time wherein e'en chance were operant ; 
But at this point discovery must involve 
A maim, wherefrom I shrink in agony 
That nigh o'erswells my reason. 

Past to-morrow, 
Sigismund, his lineage known to him, enthroned, 
Usurious Rupert would his own ends defeat 
To enfeoff to the world such thankless secret. 
Thenceforward, every proof delivered up 
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By liim, endowed Tor llTe wiLh Halitz, bolding 

Of me while he keep troth, nor avarice 

Nor spleen would ope his lips. . . . Yet seems his 

coming 
To subject me to Fate, until thia shroud 
Of scarlet weighs like Death upon a corpse.* 
{Re-enter Teihasc viith Rcpert.) 
( To Rupert apart wildly. ) 
How is your hurt? 'fliose scrolls ? 

Ah! I forgot. 
At Warsaw. 

(Calmly.) Twas our compact, that you kept 
Your room until to-morrow's eve — 

Brief duress ! 
Would'st reap the boon will rank thee higher than 
Deserving men. The estate magnificent 
A breath may forfeit. 

acpEBT (aside). 
That I had back from Boneval 
Those dangerous epistles ere worse come of them. 
(Aloiid.) I yield me to close keep. 

MARTINCIZZI. 

Thou hadst best. Turasc, 
Take him again in charge. 

{Significantly apart.) Use force, if needs be. 

TURASO. 

I'll do my office strictly, 

MARTiNUZzi (apart). 
Ebon night 
Will shortly lose its name, and mingle with 
The dawn that ushers me to my content. 
Methinks all woe hath passed. I'm in the vein 
To greet my guests. I'm full of peace all over. 

[Exit Mahtinuzzi. 



ii 



I shall be glad you seek your chamber straight. 

KDPERT. 

luld unknown witness your sports, my Lord. 
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TURASC. 

^^re you propose it ? 

RUPBRT. 

You are unarmed, I see. 
^Skows his sword,) Lefs join your rout. 

TURASC. 

What threats ? On to your lodging, 
Or on my return look for no less than death. 

[Exit TuRAsc. 

RUPERT, 

A disguise indeed to play the antick in. 

Would I could meet with Boneval to reclaim 

(Breaks off,) 
A Goddess ! by the Mass ! {Moves on one side,) 

Enter Czerina (in a domino and masked), 

CZERINA. 

That room was airless. 
How hot the breaths beat on me where they dance, 
And waver to and fro. 

What brings me here ? 
I thought Despair was lonely. 

Few short hours , 
Are left my feverish hopes before I am buried 
Within my bride bed. 
Castaido ! thou didst promise to fly hence 
With me this night. 

If that thy footsteps press 
The painted floor^ which art thou ? 

Cunning love ! 
Thou keep'st me blind with tears. 

But Martinuzzi, 
His heart is ribbed with ice ; nor sighs nor tears. 
Nor would warm prayers thaw it to any softness. 
If I live till noon, 

He'll lead me gently by the hand to the altar. 
And fixed as Fate with holy rites will damn me. 

RUPERT (apart), 
A wondrous handsome creature as I live. 

E 
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CZBBINA. 

I will go pray to Heaven ; lest bis glance 

Of horrid fascination suck me in, 

Like a dark eddy to its wheeling core, 

And at God^s footstool quell my treacherous lips 

To seal false bonds of love. 

Castaldo, why, 
Oh ! why foreslack thy appointment ? 

Who is here? 
RUPERT (advancing). 
A Prisoner, fair lady .... to your charms. 

CZERINA. 

Another Pole ! My prayers, shot up to Heaven, 
Fell back like lazy mists ; which straight disperse. 
And lo ! their answer. 

Though my fond hope fail me, 
ril fly ; and he may prove a courteous guide. 
(To Rupert.) My friend, wilt join me here anon ? 

RUPERT. 

With pleasure. 

CZERINA. 

Some half-hour hence. 

ril then explain me further. 

[Exit CzERINA. 
RUPERT. 

I will not lose her for Turasc, — His threats ! 
Heaven and this arm forfend ; but I'll put forward. 

[Exit Rupert. 

Enter Isabella. 

ISABELLA. 

Where hides our haughty Churchman ? 

Now these proofs 
Have armed me, and we stand on equal ground ; 
Or rather scorn, and wrath, and injury 
Give me the advantage. He is at my mercy ; 
Shall taste my justice. Ripening lies in fate, 
Castaldo'^s purpose hold, an hour of vengeance. 
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Enter Sigismund. 

sioiSMUND (taking off his mask). 
These revels fever me. 

I miss the Queen. 

ISABELLA (after gazing upon Sigismund intently). 
He is the Regent's foundling. 

Whence ? His voice, 
It thrilled upon my ears — 

SIGISMUND. 

Fair lady, spoke you ? 

ISABELLA. 

Just like the softened echo of mine own, 
Stronger than music. — Is it memory ? 

{Violent clashing of swords heard without.) 

TURAsc (without). 
Hence ! away ! Or . . . . 

RUPERT (without).. 

Hence yourself, Swordfish ! 

Enter Turasc and Rupert (fighting). 
(Rupert /a/& wounded.) 

turasc. 
What I do next shall be to advertise 
The Regent of this chance. Madam — My Lord, 
I acted by command. [Exit Turasc. 

ISABELLA (with bitter emphasis)^ 

Doubtless! (Apart.) Whois't? 
I stand upon a tower ! 
Shadows like prophecies float dimly by. 
(Pauses, lost in thought.) 

SIGISMUND. 

See ! He revives. 

RUPBRT (reviving). 
I'm sped. My Sun sets bloody, 

And everlasting night 

(Looks up to Sigismund.) What countenance 

Doth parallel the full idea for ever 

Wrapt up within me? 

Thou art Martinuzzi's Ward ? 

e2 
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SIOISMUND. 

I am so, Sir. 

RUPERT. 

Justice is ever equal! Thou art royal — 

There are documents to prove thee King John's Son. 

ISABELLA {with entkiisiasm) . 
In his voice ! With lineaments transmissive graced, 
What need of meaner proofs ? These manifest him. 

RUPERT. 

Papers are lodged in the hands of my retainer 
For the Queen Dowager, who — 

ISABELLA {coming forward). > 

Those papers, Rupert, 
I hold. 

RUPERT {recognising her). 
Ah, Madam ! Widow of King John ! 
This is Ihy Son ; — ^Trust to my dying words. 

ISABELLA {emphatically). 
I trust my heart ! 

RUPERT. 

Those papers will confirm*. 

siGiSMUND {calmly). 
May I be bold upon your words to think 
This lady is .my Mother ? 

RUPERT. 

Thou art the King. 

SIOISMUND {with uncontrollable emotion). 
Mother! What word sounds like it ? 

Oh ! how oft 
Have I in the still njght wept myself to sleep 
With thinking that it may be ! 

Do I clasp 
A Mother's arms, and does she own me too ? 

ISABELLA. 

My joy's born weeping. Art my very son ? 

How was it ? Say : Delight will prove too strong. 
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RUPERT. 

He is the same whom in his infancy * 

My Mother bade me put to nurse at OFen ; 

Whom afterwards, by order of the Regent, 

I did consign to Friar Francis' care, 

Who lives to attest it with all circumstance. 

Lady Czerina is your cousin. 

(Feebly.) I sink. 
Oh, Heaven forgive ! [He dies. 

SIGISMUND. 

His soul has gone for answer. 

ISABELLA. 

Now understand, at large how sure you are 
My own. 

But see — I am prevented. Ha ! 
The 'Cardinal ! 

I'm apt to cross, and look the traitor dead ! 
This way. The advent to my hopes is nigh. 
Didst speak ? 

Methought thou whispered to my soul 
(How sweet !) Revenge ! 

Till now I was no mother ! 

[^Exeunt. 

Enter Martinuzzi. 

MARTINUZZI. 

The rooms are cleared. 

The lamps diffuse a sickly gleam, which daylight 

Is fast overwhelming, as the ocean flood 

Engulfs the stagnant marsh. Ha ! Who — what's 

there ? 
Rupert a senseless clod of earth ! How's that ? 
So knowing, and canst thou welter in thy blood 
Without the power of injury or offence? 
Struck mute that tongue for evermore? The seal 
Of the tomb be on him ! 

Fate hath done her worst* 
She^s spent, and I, her Master, from henceforth 
Do wear security so thick upon me, 
I fetch my breath in peace. 
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Enter Isabella. 

{After gazing at Marti nuzzi awhile, she slowly 

approaches him.) 

ISABELLA. 

Lord Cardinal ! 

MARTiNUzzi (starting). 
Who's that ? How, Madam ? Good day to your Grace.' 

ISABELLA. 

Fair peace unto your meditations, wrapt 

In clouds above yon piece of frailty where 

His soul stands shivering before the Judge 

Will make no tender search into his track 

Of life, — by whom suborned, by what bribes tempted^ 

Those subtle pleas 

MARTINUZZI (interrupting). 

Your Grace's pleasure must be 
Matter of essence that doth choose an hour 
Unapt for conference. 

ISABELLA (solemnly). 

Death^s throat is stuffed, 
Else, like Sibyl la^s cave, it would breathe horrors, 
And through the hollow windings of our ear 
Ransack our conscience — that is, were we guilty. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Be the Man's. sins forgiven ! 

ISABELLA. 

First 'twere fitting 
He cleared his bosom to you ere you shrived him. 

MARTINUZZI. 

His soul is past confession ; all he wants 

Some thousand years' sleep, and a marble pillow. 

ISABELLA. 

Put case, I took into my throat his voice. 

" Reverend Father, 

" Thou knowest the low condition whence I sprung " — 
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MARTINUZZI. 

Pray cease this mockery. 

ISABELLA. 

My breath unrips deluded Rupert's breast. 

MARTINUZZI (starts). 
Ha! 

ISABELLA (takes a paper from the folds of her dress, 

and reads). 
** When that my mother upon Sigismund's birth " — 

MARTINUZZI (interrupting with violent gesture.) 
" Sigismund's birth /'*' What dost thou read there ? 

Madam ! 
No more of it : I know not what thou sayest. 

ISABELLA. 

Then why that haggard aspect if thou hast 

No consciousness ? I hold the apograph 

Of that this false knave writ to Hungary's Regent. 

MARTINUZZI (aside). 
This is a frenzied dream. (To her.) Some calumny 
Forged 'gainst my state ; the caitiff had a brain. 

(A pause.) 
( With agitation.) May I see the paper ? 

ISABELLA. 

Let me spell it first. 
It calls to penance; then if you will absolve me. 

MARTINUZZI (with a gesture of horror and impatience). 
Read ! read ! for though thy venomous tongue love 

hissing 
Worse than a snake, and more malignant juice 
Drop from thy words than lurks within the teeth 
Of serpent creatures ; — I cannot choose but listen. 

ISABELLA (taking a letter from her vest). 
I had forgot. I have a billet here 
From holy Priest, I need not designate him. 
Suppose w^e scan its purport ere your Eminence 
Remit Sir Rupert : — he is at confession. 
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(Enter Czbrina^ equipped for a journey,) 

(Martinuzzi covers his face with his hand ; 

Isabella reads.) 

•' Unto my SouVs adored! Princess Matilda" 

MARTiNuzzi (who had stood like one whose mind is har- 
rowed with the severest recollections ^ exclaims with 
violent perturbation) , 

Stay there ! 'tis all delusive ! 

ISABELLA (bitterly). 

An imposture ! 
(After a pause,) 

Czerina reaches at the seut of Kings, 
But she is no offspring of King John, — nor mine. 

CZERINA (apart). 
Merciful Heavens ! What dream invades my sense? 

MARTINUZZI. 

(After a pause,) It makes me wonder, 

Even as you see till I am not myself — 

Albeit I know your Highness* disposition — 

That you should lend your aid and voice while rancour 

Spits poison on my purple. 

ISABELLA. 

Oh ! take heed 
I do not make thee cast that popular shroud 
Wherein thy proud Soul sits apart like Death. 
It makes you wonder? Sir, it is a wonder 
How men s ambitions should affect high honour. 
And not be sound at heart. But say 'tis false, 
Yet can thy writing lie wherein thou speakest 
With seeming indignation of this villany. 
How cunningly 'twas plotted to convey 
A spurious progeny, new born, into 
My ignorant arms, at that same luckless hour, 
Made mother of a Prince, lyhose birthright was 
The crown that girl usurps ! as if a hedgeling 
Should plume her feathers in the eagle'^s nest. 
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MARTiNUzzi (aside). 
I have heard that which had I apprehended 
To hear, I should have died ere listened to. 

ISABELLA. 

Death is the life of good men; Ah! but Traitors, 
'Mid dust and endless darkness rot to oblivion. • 

MARTINUZZI (aside). 
Each word she speaks like piercings of a sword 
Confirms my shame — lays bare my heart alive. 

ISABELLA. 

Let us condition : I may yet be mute, 

Nor with Fame's trump i' the public thoroughfares 

Play havock with your name. 

MARTINUZZI {vacantly). 

What is't that whizzes 
So in my ears? — 

(After a pause.) Although 'tis clear — as clear 
As thine own eyes, thou art abused by tales 
Framed to dishonour me, I should be glad 
To hinder scandal : What do you propound ? 

^ ISABELLA. 

That Sigismund being invested in those honours 
His blood and birth do challenge, and this league 
Of marriage cancelPd, you, my Lord, quit Erdely. 
Upon such terms I will commit this evidence 

(Showing the packet.) 
To the oblivious flames. 

MARTINUZZI. 

It bears false witness. 
My innocence might safely dare the appeal. 
For truth, howe''er eclipsed by mists of earth, 
Must like the sun break out ; — but to prevent 
A charge (which told the world with thy last breath, 
Thou'd'^st die uncredited), I thus forelay it ! 

{He seizes the packet.) 
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ISABELLA (with Solemn energy). 
The Spirit of Justice hovers 'twixt Heaven and us ; 
Mine is her cause ; that she will not forsake it, 
Judge thou from this; Sir Rupert ere he died 
Impeached thee in the ears of Sigismund. 
Oh ! judgment springeth up ere harvest time, 
As hemlock in our path. My Son — the King^ 
Hath read those proofs, which shall be brought to light, 
Though they find out Earth's centre ! 

(CzERiNA crosses the length of the stage slowly, and 

exit.) 

MARTIN uzzi {after a pause, in a violent par oxt/sm). 
Thou hast flung fire into my brain, and blood 
Into my eyes ! Tm blinded ! (More calmly.) Not 

gone? Madam, 
Why stand you there like Death ? I said farewell ! 
Out of the world ! — away ! — ^These flames of sulphur ! 

ISABELLA. 

My Lord, my Lord, thou art inebriate. 

MARTINUZZI. 

With wormwood — with the bitterness of grief, 
Of which I am the consequence — No doubt ! 

ISABELLA. 

Yet pause — Wilt thou ? — 

MARTiNUzzi (involuntarily). 

Yet pause ? Of course. I hope — 

ISABELLA. 

Hope still ! Your fate is writhing in my grasp. 

[Exit Isabella. 

MARTINUZZI (stands for some time quite motionless like 

one stupifiedy then with renewed passion.) 
Whatever things I see 

Blush like a Hell, not to be quenched with tears. 
What is't that creeps 
Like a dead sleep upon me ? — Breath ! breath ! breath! 
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I am a buried thing alive ! Time's past. 
It must be, if the honour which should blunt 
His scythe's keen edge, hath felt the pestilent tooth 
Of slander which doth eat into the grave. 

{After apause^ more calmly, but with deep feeling.) 
And is time past ? Faith \ very near it. Little 
Is left of Martinuzzi. His long craft 
Will steam in the general breath what time he pays 
Homage to Sigismund ; his child the while 
Degraded from a throne, and all he built 
Plucked headlong at a breath. 

{After a long pause,) Yet one frail reed 
Hangs o^er the brink of that deep gulf beneath me ; 
These nuptial rites. Sooner than lose his bride 
Sigismund would his mother overrule 
To absolute silence, and consent with joy, — 
The sole administration of the State 
Vesting in him — the Crown be jointly settled, 
And the world kept in barren- ignorance. 
I'll cast the event upon it. Ere he sleeps, 
Will seek the King, and with free voice disclose 
What I have done and suffered for this land. 
And then subdue my Daupjhter to my scope. 

( Crosses the stage.) 
Mountain Soul ! 

Eclipse awhile Heaven's light from this bright flower. 
Young as the present month, she will be blessed 
In wedlock'^s bonds more than she dreams of yet. 
(Pauses, then adds,) I'll force her hand take that of 
Sigismund. [Exit Martinuzzi. 



END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— AN APARTMENT IN THE PALACE. 
CzERiNA and Tdrasc. 

CZERINA. 

His oratory ? If he need oay presence, 
Let him attend me ; so inFonm the Cardinal. 

TURASC. 

I will acquaint him with your waiting here. 

CZERINA. 

Waiting, my Lord ! Both you and he, I thought, 
Were by my breath commanded. [Exit Turasc. 

Now my pulses 

Throb like swoln billows that beneath the moon 
Delirious tremble. Ah ! But 'tis not fear. 
My fears be wholly God's, and not again 
Ever ascribed to that blown man, whose spells 
Juggle no longer, since — 

JBnter Martinuzzi precipitately. 

MARTINUZZI. 

So, Lady-bird, 
No lackey less august than a Prince of the Church 
Pm told can grace you. Well, for once Pll borrow 
Boldness to lead my Sovereign to the altar — 

{Takes her hand.} 

CZERINA. 

The altar? Priest — I will die here ! 

MARTINUZZI. 

Your Grace i 



^ I 
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CZERINA. 

And yet, thou proud man, to confound thee — thus, 
Walk hand in hand to death. 

MARTINUZZI. 

• Far better Death 

Had met thee guiltless in t*hy mother's womb, 
Than hope to contravene my absolute will. 

CZERINA. 

My Lord, if I may speak — 

f 
MARTINUZZI (in a severe tone). 
You may not speak the language 1 abhor ; 
Pale that flushed cheek ; first quench those blazing 

stars ; 
Suppress thine impious syllables though they choke 

thee. 
Lest the firm Earth refuse to bear you up ;. 
Or that my prayers, which go direct to Meaven^ 
Pull down a curse, when you will wish in vain 
Each glance you dart had been a scorpion's sting, 
Sharper than burning steel in thine own fiesh. 

CZERINA. 

Thou'rt false to me, and all^ — 

MARTINUZZI (with deep feeling). 

I false to thee ! 
But that those words have stunned me now with pain, 
And sweat, and tears, that ooze up from my heart. 
And agony, which clings to ^very nerve, 
rd show thee what a slanderer thou art. 

CZERINA. 

Such talk i h strange to me. 

MARTINUZZI. 

An amulet 
To purchase up thy stubbornness, or else, 
Spend all the treasures of the Earth in masses 
They'll not redeem thy soul. 
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CZBRINA. 

Unrighteous Priest ! 
In scorn I recommend thee to keep back 
Thy proffered expiation. At thine audit 
Try its efficacy on thyself. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Just God ! 
How thou dost rack us by the very idols 
We make unto ourselves. 

But this remains ; 
Will you with me descend, or shall I drag 
Thy body to the altar ! 

CZERINA. 

Ay ! Bring tortures, 
ril match them with the revenge I leave behind. 

{After a pause, indignantly,) 
Did the perpetual zone of regal foreheads 
Descend to clasp my brow, the heart were mocked 
Of this fond country with a base imposture. 

MARTiNUzzi {turning away his head, hides his face 

with his arm). 

Great God ! thou overheard't ? 

CZERINA. 

Thou dazzling meteor, 
That i^ the air, not fixed to the roof of Heaven, 
Hang'st like a prodigy to fright this world ! 
Thy fires are well-nigh spent, and may ere- long 
Be raked up like a sparkle of the Earth, 
And then trod out by Justice. 

MARTINUZZI {claps his hands brfore his face : after 

a pause). 

In that spirit 
Which th' heavy laden use to Heaven, whilst 
These supple knees, that have been ever slow 
To bend to thee — {He kneels.) 
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CZERINA. 

Arise, and I will mark 
Your every syllable. 

MARTiNUZzi {half rising). 

Thus high : and, when 
You take my hand in token of submission, 
I rise up — to thy bosom. Didst thou hear 
Thou owed'st thy birth unto the late King'^s Sister ? 

CZERINA. 

Even so. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Thy Father— 

CZERINA. 

Speak to that : My Father ? 

MARTINUZZI. 

On that eventful morn, it chanced, was absent. 
When afterwards, he learned, that for the Prince 
Thy innocent self was substitute^ methought 
His proud heart rived in twain, and his miud*s light 
Extinguished suddenly. 

Ere long the truth 
Re-dawned. Thy mother ! — that instant — 

{He pauses.) 

CZERINA {weeeping). 

Dear, my Lord ! 

MARTINUZZI {solemnly). 
He passed into her chamber, where she lay 
Fading to pieces, with her senses lapped 
In rest, scarce less profound than of the tomb. 
He crept unto the couch, and held her hand 
With gripe so hard that it brought back her soul. 
Then her glazed eye met his, and in one glance 
Read all. With cold and sudden damp she shook, 
Heart-struck, Her head sunk down upon her breast. 
Not the less shrieked thy sire, 

" Love^ tell me all ; 
** Whisper it — Softly ! I shall die for shame. 
*' Am I a wretch ? We are quite alone ! 1st true?'* 



Ala; 
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CKERiNA (weeping). 



UAUTINL'ZZI. 

Her soul was ehivered at hJa speech ; 
How shuuld lier heart aot break t 

'^I was about 
" To die in peace, hut now ! and yet goad night !" 
Scarce thus she plaiii'd, and 'nenth his stern regard 
Withered. 

Almost as breathless, just as cold, 
And far more desolate, he gazed in silence, 
Beside that death and trembling bridal-bed, 
Upon the Corse ; and they were quite alone — 
Hia wife immortal, but far off from Heaven, 
Wailed to the Earth with grief, stood MARTINUZZI- 

(OZEBIRA starts. He hides his face with both hands.) 

CZERiNA {agitated). 
What eay'st thou ? Ah ! 

MABTIKUZZI. 

But I resolved these injuries to repair 

By fighting for thy Cousin in his nonage, 

'Gainst when his ripened years might uphold the powers 

Of Government, a free and potent way 

To the loftiest earthly good, which with tby hand 

Stands on the dangerous passage of this hour 

For hia acceptance. 

Oh, Child, do not stab 
With parricidal obstinacy the being 
Whose pangs are locked or should be locked in the 

blood 
Which flows within thy veins. Indeed thou knowest not 
How much he merits at thy filial hands, 
Hia love, hie Providence, those thoushts which night 
Doth shut down in her casket, and God opens, 
Hia ceaseless orisons forestalling thine, 
His anxious guidance, his undying cares. 

czBitiMA {tDitk great emotion). ' 

Heaven ! what a dream ! — Sir !— Cardinal ! — My Lord ! ' 
Or by what title else I ought to style thee ! 
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The tears course down thy cheek ! That look ! I gasp : 
Where is my Father? 

MARTINUZZI. 

Grovelling in the dust ! 
Kissing thy feet ! Herb ! Praying of his child, 
By the blest Ashes of her Sainted Mother, 
To have mercy on him — and she will have mercy. 

CZERINA. 

Your knees to me ! The light will be ashamed 
To see thee thus usurp my duty — Father! 

MARTINUZZI (in convulsive tones), 
I will not quit my hold till, as I kneel, 
My eyes all swollen with fretting floods, my hands 
Heaved up and clenched, and my stretch'd heart- 
strings ready 
To break asunder, I extort thy promise 
Now to present thyself before the assembled 
Court, and espouse King Sigismund. Consent! 
I hear the Altar call ! 

Let Justice triumph, 
Without my suffering: soul-felt living shame 
At viewing thee deposed, the while all eyes 
Level right through my shrinking nerves, and squander 
Glances of doubt. Say Yes^ and I embrace thee. 

CZERINA. 

Ybs. 

MARTINUZZI (rising). 
Bless thee! bless thee! {T/iey embrace.) 

{Sinks into a chair.) 

CZERINA. 

Joy of joys! to think 
Of thy integrity ! (Stops short.) 

What words are those ? 
Two equal hearts Tve severed, broken troth. 
Joy ! did I say? integrity? oh! shame ! (She weeps.) 

MARTINUZZI. 

Some gentle spirit walks upon my blood 
And makes me light of heart. Now, child ! 

(Starts.) She weeps! 

F 
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I should Imve thought of this before. 

To adopt 
The infant Peace with her hot tears baptized ! 
I am but a whited tomb, in my linings rotten, 
Gorged with self-love. 

What! basely sacrifice 
A sensitive girl, yet shrink myself! (Pauses.) 

WhoM trust me 
Did I lay bare my hearths core? 

czKRiNA (timidly^ with hesitation). 

Sir, thou hast not 
Left so bright track of honour in time's roll. 
And men believe thy every syllable 
Not based as firm as the pillars of creation. 

MARTiNUzzi (abstractedly). 
Say they impugn, Honour should shine through storm 
To prove the name 'tis known by. 

czE^iNA (with enthtuiiasm). 

Not the poison 
Of the rank earth can blast the well-earned garlands 
That grow about your forehead. 

MARTINUZZI (abstractedly). 

Honour's well : 
But there's a duty owinp; to such ties 
As those of ours that should be cared for too. 

CZRRINA (insiiiuatinfjly). 
You would fordo your child through a delusion. 

MARTINUZZI (abstractedly). 
Is there in nature that starts back such power 
To wring this from me ? Can parental instinct 
Work within stronger than long years' resolve? 

CZBRINA. 

ril wed 1 Obey in that as'all things, since 
You will have it so. 
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{Looks at him tenderly,) Oh do dispel chimeras 
That fright your peace of mind ! {Pauses,) 

{In a determined tone.) My Lord, I obey. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Disinterested child ! that heroic word 
Sets free pernicious shadows. 

CZERINA {in insinuating tones). 

What you deeni 
Your ruin, would make both happy. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Thee, my Jewel, 
Happy? You have prevailed. 

V the corridor 
I saw Castaldo. Thou hast caught a fever. 
Thou shalt restore to him his sword, my love. 

CZERINA. 

Oh bless thee, Father ! Reverence and Joy 
Strive for the mastery here. / love thee now, 
ThouVt good and great all over. 

MARTixuzzi {in a mournful tone). 

Was, was, was, 
'Tis over. {Abstractedly.) I have banqueted with 

Plato, 
To whose '' Republic '^ I conformed my course 
When I did take the rule upon myself 
In that emergency. In Erdely * 
" The crdsier is an easy sceptre.'*'' f Men 
Sing songs of gladness in their hearts, forgetting 
Under their vines their tears : I've driven the German 
Disgraced and worsted home ; by policy 
Have struck the Ipfidel nerveless. Ah Czerina ! 
I have been great. 

CZERINA. 

Thou art. And thou shalt show 
Thy child the way to her inheritance, 
Which is a spacious world- of glorious deeds. 



♦ Transylvania. t Hungarian Proverb. 
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MARTINUZZI. 

I have been great, but he who is great no longer 
Does nothing more in this world. It is past! 

{He throws himself into a chair, covers his face with 
his hands, and bursts into tears.) 

' CZERINA. 

Dear Sir ! Repeal all doubt. 

Oh thou bast strength 

From Glory less than Virtue, and her heroes 

Do vie with Fame*s, your Eminence. 

{She pauses f and stands for a while motionless, 
gazing upon M artinuzzi ; who rises and 
looking expressively to her, extends his arms, 
when CzERiNA throwing herself into them, 
bursts into tears.) 

{In a convulsed broken voice.) We will tower 

in ruin thus ! 

MARTINUZZI. 

Thou dear Perdition ! 
{After a pause, in broken accents.) Child, 
The Altar waits tor us. 

• • CZERINA. 

You said, my Sire, 
Castaldo^s sword — 

MARTINUZZI {unth a smile). 

ril reach it thee : this way. 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— CABINET CHAMBER. 

Enter Isabella leading Castaldo {her hand clasping 

his wrist). 

ISABELTJL. 

It is the hour. 

CASTALDO. 

My bosom heaves beneath some fatal bane 
Deadlier than nightshade owns. 

ISABELLA. 

Mv Lord ! My Lord ! 
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CASTALDO. 

The chamber where you locked my liTe froju action 
Since yestereve seemed wrapt in a red glare ; 
Whence now you toll me to some darksimie chasm 
By a path all strewed with aspicks ; and 1 have 
No strength to turn aside. (Pauses). 

Oh yet reverse 
Thy purposed will ! ^ 

ISABELLA. 

My will ! Light, wavering man ! 

CASTALDO. 

What would you have me do ? 

ISABELLA. 

The veriest clod, 
With such a cause knocking against his hearty 
Would be more apt. 

CASTALDO [abstractedly). 

It is a wretched world ! 

ISABELLA {solemnly). 
The slayer and the slain have sat together 
In Churches, Council Chambers, and on Thrones ; 
And there they are smitten though no gash be seen for it. 
What's he that is not stabbed at the core ? Not I, 
Whose rights this man usurps ; nor thou, Castaldo, 
Oppressed with barefaced wrong, rifled of hope. 

czERiNA (without). 
Where art thou, dear, my Lord Castaldo? 

CASTALDO (impetuously). * 

Madam, 
Give way ! That stricken shape ! those pleading looks ! 
ril strike thy tyrant down — in crimson streams 
Rend every nerve of life ! 

(As he is rushing out, Isabella p/ac^5 herself before 

him^ and grasps his arm.) 

ISABELLA. 

Thou art bare-handed. 
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CA8TALi)0 {after feeling for his sword^ slowly and as 

to himself), 
'Tis an ill omen ! I will stir no more 
In this. 

ISABELLA. 

Fve lost my pains — 

[ly BELLA retires to the back of the stage, 

CASTALDO (doubtfully f as if to himself). 

Yet that Colossus 
Would make no scruple — ^That I had my sword ! 

Enter Czerina with a drawn sword. 

CZERINA. 

There's one ! thine own. Thank Martinuzzi for it: 
Thou knowest the way. 

CASTALDO (shuddering), 

I do, and guess thy mission, 
Thou awful, air-clad prompter ! and obey. 

[Castaldo steps back. 

Isabella (aside). 
A sword ! Heaven-dropp'^d ! Salvation ! Fate ! I thank 
thee. 

czerina. 
Thou shudderest ! Take it. 

CASTALDO. 

Since I must : (Snatches at it,) I clutch it. 
(To himself, lost in morbid abstraction,) 
PJo doubt our souls can conjure with strong thoughts, 
Which are but dreams till their eJBTects be tried. 
Nor yet ensnared in the web of destiny. 
Whose objects, who can reach ? 

czerina. 

I've news in store 
Will turn to air and fire all earth in thee. 
Know, I am to bid you where his Eminence waits, 
Ready to consecrate this piece of childhood 
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With solemn rites, that ask co-operation 

Of heart and hand from the6. Thou art struck with 

wonder. 
Oh, Sir ! When you awake you'll miss, and seek me. 
ril trust your faith — 'tis ever fine in love — 
To whisper to what purpose. Dallier, come ! 

[Exit CZERINA. 

CASTALDO (with a vacant look). 
My hand is pledged. 

ISABELLA (advancing forward). 

By the Arch-Duke, whose writ imperative 
For this most righteous deed 1 render back : 

(Gives C AST AhDO paper.) 
By her, whose wreak ful venerea nee in thy gra^p 
Hath placed that blade of justice. Pierce her enemy, 
And take her for thy guerdon. 

CASTALDO (addressing the sword), * 

Fated aspick! 
My eyeballs burst to look upon thine edge ! 
Thine aliment is oozing blood — I'm ill. 

(His voice dies away faintly,) 

ISABELLA. 

The knot will soon be knit. 

CASTAUDO (suddenly starting from his abstraction). 

(Franticly.) Tis Martinuzzi ! 
Where'er I set my foot his mangled corpse 
Heaves up beneath my tread. And I do think, 
For I have caught a glimpse of things unearthly, 
That I am likewise struck. Thus hand in hand 
With death, break off the rites ! Thou blinding sword. 
That on the thought close shrouded in the soul 
Glarest, dart beams athwart their«eyes as mine. 
That I, unseen, may glide into his life. 

(Exit Castaldo : in rttshing out he drops the war- 
rant,) 

Isabella (after a long pause of thought). 
He'll fail in proof. But I, occasion suiting, 
This subtle juice (shows a phial), for Mai^nuzzi's bane 
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Will find far mightier than the mightiest will. 
Sigismund would have me pluck my hoarded vengeance 
From out my heart. The Cardinal's invention 
Hath played upon the foolish boy. Long years 
Of slight perforce I must forget! Indeed 1 
When he is laid in darkness I wiH think of it. 

{Distant murmurs of shouts : drums and trumpets.) 

Enter Turasc. 

TURASC. 

His Eminence entreats your Highness' presence, 
To witness — 

ISABELLA. 

True : I am aware. You found me 
About to attend his Grace. My Lord, your pardon. 

[Exit Isabella. 

TURASC. 

What have we ? 

( Takes up the warranty over which he glances,) 
'* To Castaldo?'*'' sighed by Ferdinand. 
Heavens I " Sentenced capitally /" How is that ? 
{After a pause.) A livid light breaks through 
As from a thunder cloud ! The politic villain ! 
Ah ! ril frustrate you yet. [Exit Turasc. 



SCENE III.— GRAND HALL OF AUDIENCE. 

SioiSMUND seated on the Throne. 

Martinuzzi, Czerina, Nobles, Chieftains, ^c, 
assembled.* {Loud acclamations,) 

MARTINUZZI. 

In my deep heart I thank ye for your plaudits. 
Nobles of Hungary ! Ye have weighed my cause. 
The cogent force of reasons which impelled me 
To this, and which the event has justified. 

{Loud shouts.) 
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^*^^ow wide the portals that contain this Kingdom 
"^^cl let all nations hear. Those shouts absolve me. 
V-4«Mfe.) Like fire some mine of earth. I stretch 
.^^ beyond them, 

^^here, lo ! the mighty dead are waiting for me. 

^-A/ottrf.) My Liege have I your pardon? 

8I6ISMUND. 

Good, your Grace, 
x^or these dominions thou hast been a sword 
^To strike and awe ; a buckler 'gainst the world ; 
A cedar, whose top branch oerspread the land, 
Sheltering from nipping winter each low shrub, 
And to the Lion's whelp affording shade — 
A seasonable screen — till time hath ripened 
My challenge to this rule, which only as 
Thy giving I assume. " I. owe thee all. 

MARTINUZZI. 

(^Kneeling.) As Regent of the State I am first to swear 
Allegiance to Sigismund of Zapola ! 

* NOBLES (kneeling). 
Long live the King ! 

SIGISMUND. 

Thanks, fellow countrymen I arise ! (They all rise.) 

(Enter Isabella.) 

Our Royal Mother ! 

Thou comest in time to see thy son enthroned, 

And render grace unto the Cardinal. 

ISABELLA (blandly). 
Nothing but grace and gentle salutation 
Unto his Eminence ! I do desire 
To reconcile me to his holy friendship. 
Wherefore in greater proof that IM repair 
Our past divisions, I would gladly pledge^ 
According to our country's use, his Highness . 
In one full cup of peace. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Ho there ! Some wine. 
Faith, Royal Lady, 



t 
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Our high and hurried life hath left small pause 
While justled by left-handed injury. 

(Enter Attendant with goblety Sfc.) 

Brim a deep bowl ! 

* 

ISABELLA {taking the goblet). 
Reverend Lord, 

In this day'*s festival be thou remembered 
Till time come to his period ! (She drinks,) 

MARTINUZZI. 

Lady, thanks ! 

ISABELLA (having emptied the contents of the phial 

into the goblet.) 
Now bear the cup to my Lord Cardinal. 

MARTINUZZI. 

Unto your Highness' health ! May charity 

Rise in the fair dominion of our souls, 

Never to set again ! (He drinks,) 

Enter Turasc. . 

(He addresses Martinuzzi, and hands him the warrant, 

which he reads,) 

MARTINUZZI. 

Here"*s devilish faith ! Me thinks so vile a mandate 

Might have been left more doubtful 

( To CzERXNA.) Hither, my child ; read how his Sove- 
reign 

Would an assassin make of your beloved. 

Gentle Castaldo ! (Gives Cz^Biink the paper : as she 
is reading j) 

(Ent§r Messenger.) 

Sir, such looks as thine 
Should prelude some high news. 

messenger. 

My Lord, I have tidings 
To light the face of Kin^s — 
Bud a hath fallen, and Hungary is in arms. 
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MARTiNUZzi {exultingly). 
Break forth in joy, my native land ! and ye ''\ 

Waste places of the Magyari shout! ' 
The Lord of hosts hath bared his red right arm, 
The oppressor is consumed ! 
For this was I ordained ; and oh ! how sweet 
Unto the soul is such desire accomplished ! 
My bones shall lie in no untrophied urn, — 
A kingdom freed from vassalage, and recovered 
By my brow's sweat, and my internal travail ! 
Methinks-I see embodied a white virgin, 
Sceptred and winged, Hungaria, Great and Free ! 
Like my escutcheon. 
{To SiGiSMUND.) To Buda with triumphant march, 

my Liege : 
There having seen thee crowned my mission's ended. 

(SiGisMUND bows^ and then converses with Isabella 

in dumb show). 

TURASC (to MaRTINUZZI). 

My Lord, do you mark the Marquis Piadena 
With naked sword approaching ? 

MARTINUZZI (with benignant smile). 

Proud 'tis ransomed ! 

CZERINA. 

A train of black and horrible thoughts. like fiends 
Come rushing through my brain ! this order ! 

{After a pause.) God. ! 
He cannot mean it ! 'tis impossible ! 

MARTINUZZI {feebly). 
I feel quite blighted by a venomous frost. 
Leave me not, Dearest. 

Enter Castaldo. 

castaldo {furiotisly). 

Buda ! all men bruit it f 
Fallen ! and Hungary lost to Austria ! 
And yet, elusive of my King's comniandment. 
The deed to do ? 
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To flag an instant longer \^ere default 

Deadlier than Murder. 

{Advancing to Martinuzzt.) Thou Adamant! whom 

nought but blood can melt, 
This from King Ferdinand ! 

(Castaldo strikes at Martinuzzi with his sword : 
TuRASC arrests his arm, but not until CzEnmA^ 
who had interposed her person before her Father^ 
receives the death wound aimed at Martinuzzi, 
and falls.) 

CZERINA (with a scream). 

I have saved thee ! — Father ! 

CASTALDO. 

No, no, not thee, Czerina. — Father ? 

ISABELLA. 

Fate 
Guided thy sword that would have slain — her Father ! 

CASTALDO. 

I 

Earth's lightnings have struck me. I am on fire ! 
Art thou, old man ? Attend ! Do ye hear ? 

MARTINUZZI {hanging over Czerina). 

Yea, Devil ! 
Sweet Child ! My Joy ! Thou ! Be not wild, Czerina. 
Look here ! Look here ! 

CASTALDO. 

Fm blasted like a leaf ! 

■ 

CZERIMA {looking reproachfully to castaldo). 
Was this blow kind, Castaldo? {She dies,) 

CASTALDO {roused ; looks steadfastly at Czerina for some 

time, then, in a broken voice, wildly). 
List to it altogether ! 

Thus 'twas — the Cardinal. He — She's gone ! 
She will not hear me ! Why should she ? Scorn me — 

do ! Her father ? 
Hear it now, Gentlemen. Was she his daughter ? 
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Queen Isabella hearing the Arch-Duke — 

There 'tis ! Now hark ! This sword ?— What is't that 

stains it ? 
Ha ! (Castaldo drops down lifeless,) 

(Isabella stands as if mddenly stunned.) 

ISABELLA {aside f in a deep agonized voice). 
I meant not this. Upon my treacherous soul 
I feel the Phantom of this hour will rise 
Hereafter to appal me in my dreams. 
Mine is a bitter triumph ! 

{After a pause,) He is at rest ; 
fiut I, no more in this world — or the next, 

MARTiNuzzi {hanging fondly over Czehina). 
Light of my heart ! thou'lt not go out so quickly, 
With no more leave taking ? She's in a trance. 
Come, kiss me Love ; — She's dead ! my sight is dim. 
Ij^ad cheer these kisses now ! 
Thou hast a sorry bridal of it, Sweetheart ; 
Thy gordian knot is knit where living man 
III violence comes not to untwine. 

I too, — 
That hath been done to me which sends me starward — 
\ know too who's the guilty one, but pardon 
What straight will set me fr^e. 

{To Czerina'*s corse.) Sweet Love, a minute ! ^ 
First, I've a word to say to this assembly, 
And then I'll follow. 

{To Attendant.) Prithee, aid me ! Softly. . 

MARTINUZZI {turns away from the hody^ and 
addresses Sigismund). 
King Sigismund, you march to Buda straight : 
There Solyman will crown thee ; and beneath 
His offices let Peace put forth her Olive. 

SIGISMUND. 

Your Eminence's will is law. 
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MARTINUZZI. 

Why then farewell, Great World ! I've done with 

Time! 
And turn to thee, bright shadow of Czerina! 
And thy Eternity. 

I prithee throw forthwith a pall about us, 
For I am sick at heart. , 

Can I have wrought deliverance in the land, * 
Yet weep? — Tm icy cold. Will no one tell me 
If this be death ? It is ! Soft music ! Hark ye ! 
Speak to me, Child, I know thee. I am in Heaven 
Already ! For I hear my exody 
Sung for a hymn. * . ' 

{Earnestly dlasping the hand of Sigismund, and 
fixing his eyes upon his countenance.) 

My Fame is pure, remember ! 

{A deep pause: after a feeble struggle,) 
Where is the World? 

% [Martinuzzi expires I 



(The curtain slowly descends.) 
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